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F 0 R T A L E. 


Saa-vidt mig bekjeiidt, er nffirvacreude Issebog j 
den forste, som er indrettet for det dannede 

’ . I 

Danske Publicnni i det Ojemed at meddele no- ! 
gen practisk Kundskab om Englands Poftiske 
Literatur. 

Den Kundskab, som liidtil haves ora denne 
Lileratxir, er meget ufuldstaendig. 

Derlios er den Kundskab, som haves om det 
sydlige Europas Literatur, (den Italienske og 
Spanske) saare ringe, — ja, den er najsten for 
intet at regne. 

Men nu staaer dog den Engelske Literatur 
i en vital Forbindelse med det sydlige Euro- 
pas. i 

Og den Danske Literatur staaer igjen — isajr J 
igjennem Baron Ilolberg — i Forbindelse med 
den Engelske. Dettc er vel leilighedsviis ble- 
vet lera®rket af enkelte Danske La:rde (Rah- 
bek, Werlauff), men Sagen er endnu ei saaledes 
belyst soin den vel fortjente. 

At det dog er baade interessant og bela;- 
rende at forfblge den poeliske Tankes Genea- 
logl, for den , som er fortrolig med de enkelte 
SIffiglleds indre Characteer — at det cr en 
v«rdig Dannelses-Opgave at opstille og over- 
skue Poesiens Stamlra;, vil vel almindelig an- 
erkjendes. i 

Byron f. E. har et meget stort poelisk Siam- I 
tr® i opstigende Linie — thi bans Lajrdom var 
nsBsten saa stor som bans Genie. — I nogle af 
bans Vffirker kan SlsglUnien forffilges fra By¬ 
ron til Frere, fra denne til Pope, til Dryden 
og Butler, til Ariosto, Berni og pulei, i andre 
derimod, igjennem Milton, til Dante op til 
Mschylos: i andre igjen, gjennem Quevedo, til 
Cervantes; og endelig alter i andre, gjennem 
Pope og Juvenal, til Horats; bvorvel Byron 
selv altid staaer sine Italienske, Spanske og 
Classishe Forfadre narmere end de mellem- 
iiggende Led> 


Wen ligesaadan bar ogsaa Ilolberg mange 
Poetiske Stainfadre, og dog de fleste Engelske. 
I een Linie tlnde vi Swift og Rabelais, i en 
anden Shakspeure, i en tredje Butler, i en 
fjarde Moliere, Terents og Plautus. 

Moore’s Wuse er tildcels Keltisk (Irsk Na¬ 
tional), deels Classisk, deels Orientalsk. 

De, som anerkjende, at deter interessant og 
larerigt at forfolge Poesiens Stamtra, villa som 
jeg haaber, anerkjende, at dertil er taget Hen- 
syn ved denne lille Bogs Compilation, og at 
man har gjort dens Indhold saa forskjsllig- 
arlet som vel var muligt indenfor saa snsevre 
Grandser som de foreskrevne. 

Den aullcste, densandeste, den vjerdigste 
Opfatning af Digtekonsten overhoved, er vel, 
at belragte den som et sffiregent Naturrige af 
den menneskeiige Aands Skabning. De store 
Skabere i den her anlydede Verdeu ere Pindar, 
iEschylos, Aristophanes, Dante, Ariosto, Cer¬ 
vantes, Lope, Skakspeare, Milton, Butler, 
Byron; alle, hver i sin Tid, lige udmsrkede 
ved Lsrdora og Geni. Den sidsles aandige 
Slagtforbindelse er naturligviis den vidtloftig- 
ste. Et Stadium af Byron bliver derfur, fra 
denne naturhistoriske Standpunkt, ovennaade 
lonnende. I ham giver den poetiske Tankes 
Naturhistorie rigest Udbytte. Derfor Andes 
Byron i hver Afdeling af denne Bog. 

Byron er, af alle Digtere, beds(^ skikket til 
at v®kke Attraae efter en nojere Kundskab ora 
hele den forudgangiie Digterverden. 

Wan vil maaskee sige, det havde vasret dnske- 
ligt at meddele Aere Prijver af den Engelske 
Digtekonst fra dens forskjallige Tidsaldre. — 
Denne Indvendiug er tildels allerede besvaret 
I det Foregaaende. 

Mere vasentlig er derimod den Indvending 
at Bogen burde have indeholdt here Arter af 
Pigtning, navnlig en Prove af dcq draraatiske 
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FORTALE. 


Ai'L Men fiertil manglede PJads, Ifolge de, 
ined llensyn til v®nteiig Afsjctning, foreskrevne 
Gr®iHlsei*. 

Bogen er besteint til at va;re til Nytte for 
Lajrere, som iindervise mange Elever at for- 
skjjDllige Aandsevner; for Darner, for den stu- 
derende Ungdom, og overhoved for alle Selv- 
sluderendc. Dertil er valgt den Bletliode, at 
liver Verslinie for sig er oversat, saa bogstave- 
ligt som mueligt, hele Bogen igjenncni, og i 
Oversaittelsen adskilt med to verticale Streger 
fra den folgende Linie. Nairvasreude Udgiver 
troer ikke, at han seedvaulig beskyldes for skjb- 
deslos Beliandling af det Danske Sprog, men 
denneMethode medfbrer nodvendlgviis, at Con- 
slructionen bliver noget tvungen, dog Jiar man 
saa vidt mueligt sbgt at undgaa dette. Dot, 
som Udgiveren liar ladet vaire sig magtpaa- 
liggende, er, at Digterens Mening blev rigtigt 
opfattet; og dette bar han sbgt at opnaa ved 
varierende og oplysende Parentheser, eller 
Indskud, og undertiden ved Noter. 

.leg liar lovet at sv«re Stykker skulde kunde 
lieses ved denne Methode. 

Ell skjiinsom Laser vil dbmme, hvorvidt jog 
har lioldt mit Lovte. 

Bogen syncs at vajre af et lillc Omfang. 
Den indoholder dog noget over halrfjerdesinds- 
tyve forskjiEllige Digtninger, og for det Meste 
udgjiir hvert Stykke for sig ct Ilele. Dettypo- 
graphiske Arrangement, som her ikke for er 
blevet anveiult, gjbr, at her er leveret fuldt 
fern (range saa meget, som der kunde have 
vojret leveret, hvis Bogen var bleven saaledes 
trykt som buiiden Stiii plejer at Irykkes i 
Danmark. Papiret fordyrer, sombekjendt, mest 
en Bog af ct stort Oplag. Den Papiirs-Bespa- 
rclse, som her er opnaaet, kommer Kjoberne til- 
gode. 

Mange ville efterlignc donne Methode, naar 
dc fdrst ere blevne bekjendte dermed. 

PTajivicrcnde Udgiver har i sin Tid gjurt en¬ 
ded— hvis jeg kjendte Nogeii, der liavdc gjort 
mere, skulde jeg nsvne ham — til at befordre 
Samqvein melteni det Engelske og Danske 
Sprog og Literatur; til at udbrede Kundskab 
om Engelsk i Danmark, saav€lso?n omDansk 
i det Britiske Jiige. Da del Cr heel sandsyn- 
ligt, at dette btiver mit sidsteForsog af denne 
Art, saa er her, som jeg troer, on Anledning 
til, med nogle Ord, at berore hvad jeg har 
ydet til Opnaaelsen af dette Ojomeil. 

1. Som ct vigtigt grundlaiggcnile Skriilt 
maa det vajre niig tilladt at anfbre Stiftelsen 
af Selskabet, eller Bog - Klabben Athenaiiun, 


livorpaajeg stadigt arbeidede iAareiie 1822—25. 
Den Opgave, jeg havde slillet mig i dette Til- 
fffilde, var, paa den Tid, yderst vanskclig; og 
den fandt i Begyndelsen enten saare ring:*, 
eller slet ingen Deeltagelse. At fremme en 
saadan Plan ved en Discussion i Pressen, kunde 
der i den Tid endnu ikke tsnkes paa. Min 
Plan var, ted Hjtelp uf samlede Midler fra 
Kjbbenkaviis meest anseete Indtaanere, at 
indsamte et permanent, stedse voxende Bi- 
bliothek af den currente og periodiske Euro- 
paiskeLiterutur for dem selv og deres Efterkom- 
mere. Det var, ifbige en fleersidig Bciragtnings- 
maade, klait, at her var den Engelske perio¬ 
diske Literatur dog den allervigtigsle. Dr. 
Krarup, samt nogle talentfulde yngre Miend, som 
jeg underviste J Engelsk, deriblandt den sidst- 
nsevntes Svoger, Professor Mbhl, varc dc fbrste, 
som i Aaret 1824 gik over til min Anskuelse 
og vi dannede den Kj«rne-('ommitlee, hvis 
Mcdlemmer, hver i sinKreds, paatog sig ibiandt 
indflydelsesrige Embedsmiend og Borgere at 
hverve Deellagere for Sagen. Grundlagct saae 
vistnok noget aristokratisk og Engelsk ud , 
ligesom hole Planen og Fremgangsmaaden ved 
dens Udforeise var Engelsk. Man gjorde nn- 
turligviis i den Tid Anmajrkninger derover, men 
den vandt dog Tiltro, vel meest fordi den fdrsle 
Liste blev valgt med Omliyggelighed. Planens 
vigtigste Patroner bleve Oberstlieulenant v. 
Abrahamson og Geheimeraad Collin. Jeg skrev 
den forste Plan og Lovudkast, som blev gjen- 
nemganet og rettet af dem og nogle flere, ibiandt 
andet var ilet, som jeg troer, Collin, der fore¬ 
slog et andetXavn, nemlig ,,Kjbbenhavns Alhc- 
nauni”, istedenfor ,,Kjobenhavns LUera’re Mu- 
sajum’’, som jeg havde bragt i Forslag; men den 
ovenangivne Hovedtanke blev fastholdt og denne 
har man siden med mere eller mindre Held 
strajbt at renliscre. 

Dette var der forste vigtige Skridt, som der 
gjordcs i Danmark for Indforelsen af den En- 
gelskc Literatur. Man er dog, i mange Hen- 
seender, indtil najrvajrende Tid, bleven staaende 
ved dette temmelig ufuldkomne Skridt. Dette 
vil Icltelig erkjendes af enhver, som erbekjondt 
med Stiftelser af lignende Art, ikke blot i 
London og i Liverpool, men og i Manchester, 
Leeds, Birmingham, New-Castle tfre. 

Endnu savnes en rigtig Opfattelse af den 
Engelske Literaturs Hovedretninger. Endnu har 
man ondt ved at forklare sig Englands utallige 
Bibliotheker, og dlsscs store Indflydelse paa, og 
Belydning 1 Folke-Oplysningen. Endnu staner 
England, her, som paa det ovrige Faslland, som 
et uforklaret og uforklarligt Sairsyn, fordi man. 







Fortale. 


vir 


om den Briliske Folkc - Oplysnings Tilstand 
kjender kun Faliler. 

2. De gamlc Danske Love ere fiirst hlevne 
saavel det Britiske, som de Germaniske Folk 
bekjendte ved ct af mig i Skotland i Aaret 
18Ji2 forfattet og iidgivel Skrift, soin siden liar 
gjajldet, saavel for Tydske soniEngelsko Ljerde, 
som et Kildeskrift, (Mitterniayer, Forsytho.fi.) 

3. I Aaret 1845 udgav Dr. Ferrall og jeg en 
af os i Forenlng uriarbeidet ,,Dansk-Engel.sk 
Ordbog”. At denne harglvet det Danske Sprogs 
Stiidlum i England et saare betydeligt Fremstod, 
er bckjendt. Ved OJajlp af denne Ordbog stu- 
deres nii Dansk paa de Stcder i England, (Ox¬ 
ford og Cambridge) hvor dette Sprog for slet 
ikke kjendtes. 

A. I Aaret 1840 udarbeidcde jeg cn ny Ud- 
gave af ,,Dr. Rask’s Danish Grammar” hvoraf 
den fbrste Udgave var udsoigt. Ved de af mig 
tiifojode Noter sogte jeg at give Bogcn cn mere 
omfattende Briigbarhed. Denne ev den Gram- 
maiik, hvorefter Dansk nu stnderes i England. 

5. Ved min Oversa5ttclse af den Engclske 
,,Liturgi eller Alyiindelige Bonnebog” har paa 
een Gang Knndskaben om det Danske Sprog 
vundet betydelig Udbredelse, og tillige er der- 
ved riglig Forestilling om den Engelske Giids- 
tjenestc og Kirkeskikkc for fdrste Gang bibragt 
Danske Lajsere. Storste Delen af Oplaget som 
blev trykt her, i Hofboglrykker Bianco Luno’s 
Officin blcv sendt over til England; livor Bogcn, 
der er en Ejendom, som lilhbrer Society for 
Promoting Chrmtiaii Knowledge, sidcn 
trykkes i saa mange Udgaver som Tid efler 
andcn behoves: Saaledes ndbredes den igjen- 
nem Englands mange Tnsinde offcntlige og pri¬ 
vate Bibliotheker — Bihliotheker der ere i 
langt stojrkere Bnig end nogensomheist andre 
mig bekjendte; — og da der nu desuden haves 
Oversattelscr i tredive Sprog af bemeldte Li- 
lurgi; og der tillige efterhaanden trykkes Here 
Polyglotler af denne overordentlig populairo 
Bog, saa har det Danske Sprog, netop ved denne 
min Oversajttelse; hvorved Bogen introduceres 
i Selskab med Acre Willioncr ffrva?rdige Sostre, 
vundet en nberegnelig stor Udbredelse, som 
ikke lettelig kuiule vare bleven opnaaet igjen- 
nem nogcn anden Bog; ja ei cn Gang ved Bi- 
belen, formcdelst dens stOrre Omfang og stSrre 
Kostbarhed. Utallige blive de Individer paa 
Jorden som just igjennem denne Bog, og slet 
ingen andcn, komme til nogen Kundskab om 
det Danske Sprog. 

0. I Aaret 18tl8 redigerede jeg cn Regjcrings- 
Avis i Kjbbenhavn. Den Engelske Ayis-Presso 
var den Gang ganske ukjendt paa Avis-Bureau- 


erne i denne Ilovcdstad. Man holdt sig, hvad 
Efterretninger fra den storste Del af Verden 
angik, ganske og aldcles til secundaire Kilder. 
Jeg var den for.stc, som indfbrte Londonske 
Blade paa mit Bureau. De ere siden den Tid 
blevne uundvajrlige paa Here af Hovedstadens- 
Avis-Comptoirer. Deraf vil med Tiden spores 
gavnlige Folger. 

7. Privat har jeg meddelt Undervisning tii 
mange Danske i Engelsk, ligesom og til mange 
Engelske i Dansk, saavel her som i England. 
Jeg troer, der endnu Andes nogle af mine Sko- 
larer i begge Sprog adspredte i alle Verdens 
Dele. 

8. Da jeg kom hertil i Aaret 1837 havde-s 
der ingen brugbar Lajsebog i Engelsk for Be- 
gyndere. Under Titelen ,.English Stories” ud¬ 
gav jeg den fdrste i Aaret 1842, hvoraf 2det 
Oplag udkom i Aaret 1852. 

9. Der var en paafaldende Uoverensstem- 
melse mcllem Engelsk Videnskab og Dansk 
Videnskab; idet Naturens Grundkrffifter, jasclv 
de af Sir Isaac Newton klart demonstrerede 
Naturlovc bleve i den eneste tilsledevterendc 
Danske Lasrebog feilagtigen og falskcligen frem- 
stillede. Jeg bidrog meget til at have denne 
Uoverensstemmelse, ved at stillc deni el klart 
Lys. Unnseet hvad Tak, jeg Ilk derfor, har dette 
siden viist sig at vasre et meget fortjenslligt 
Arbeide, eftersom i de allernyeste Udgaver af 
den Danske Lacrebog alle de af mig i ,,Kjuben- 
havnsposten” angivne Feii i sanime, ?im ende-‘ 
lig ere blevne rettede nojagtigt efler de i bo- 
meldte Blad angivne Formler. 

Det nnjrvajrende er altsaa mit iOde Forsiig i 
at tilvejebringe Samqvcm mellem Engelsk og 
Dansk. Oversajttelsen af de valgte Stykker er, 
som oveiimeldt, meget bogstavelig. Dog er jeg 
mig bevidst at de Danske Udtryk ere valgte 
med Flid, for, saavidt som raueligt i en Prosa- 
OverscCttelse, at lade Originalen vederfares Ret, 
ikke blot i materielt Indhold, men ogsaa i Aand 
og Tone. Jeg har og med Flid gjjerne valgt 
saadanne Danske Udtryk, som i etymologisk Hen- 
scende slode de Engelske najrmest, underlidcn 
uansect ora do vare do raecst gjaingse eller ci, 
f. E. Fjadder for fetter; og hvorvel Molbech 
skriversaa foretrffikker jeg dog, for 
denne Bemsrkelse af Ordet, at skrive Fj®dder: 
altsaa Fjceder, pcniin ; men Fjindder, coilipcs. 
Den Engelske og Tydske, saavelsom den Is- 
landske Analog!, syncs desuden at give denne 
Skrivemaade Medhold — felter.s, Fesseln, fjblrar. 
— Og derimod for penna, Tyd. Fedor, Eng. 
feather, Is!.fjo5iir. Dog med dem, som maalte 
finde, at min Skrivemaade er eine Neuerimg, 
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Fortale 


eller af nogensomhels sndenGrund forkastolig:, 
agtcr jeg ikkc at strides. 

Nogle vilic maaskee mene, at Bogens fdrsle 
Afdciing er her paa urette Sted : jeg upsllller 
dog derimod den Menlng, at Gudelig og An- 
dagts-Digtning cr den Lyriske Poesies overste 
Afdeling. Et Par Prdver af Sternholds Over- 
sstlelse af David ere medtagne, fordi af al!e 
mig hekjendte metriske Overstettelscr af Psal- 
inerne, Slernhold komraer den Hebraiske Grund- 
text na?rmest. 

Man kan med Foje sige, at ,yShe icalks In 
Beauty" ikke med rette kan henforcs til 
cred And I'ioiis Songs”, da delteDigt var 
en EaU-ComplIment til Lady Vilinot Horton i 
Sdrgedragt, en Dame, som var gift mod ecn af 
den ffidle Lords Na^rheslsegtede. Jeg gad dog 
ikke, da jeg liar givet det Hole af The Hebrew 
Melodies, med Undtagelse af cen eneste, nde- 
iade denne, sum den store Digtcr selv stillede 
i Spidsen for Samlingen; ei heller ssttc den 
paa et andet Sted. Der havde v®ret en vis 
Impiety deri. For dem , der ikke laise denne 
Fortale, som vel saglens blive de Flestc, vil 
dette Nummer synes ligesaa Hebraisk, ligesaa 
Sacred og Pious som alle de efterfolgende. 
Men Digtets sande Oprindclse har jeg ei villct 
forblgaa med Taushed, da jeg ikke kan llde 
nogcnsomhelst pia fraus. 

Saameget om det, jeg har gjort, for i literair 
og aandig Henscende at stifle dlrecte Forbin- 
delser mellem Dansk og Engelsk, — mcliem 
England og Danmark. Hen jeg liar desuden 
ikkeladet hbjere materielle Interesser iiberorte. 

Kjobenhavn y den 6te October 1852. 


Jeg er, saavidt mig bekjendt, den forste, som 
har, her i Landet, henvendt den offentlige Op- 
m^rksumhed paa Englands store sanitariske 
Forbedringer og dets Bybygningskonst. Jeg har 
ogfraTidlll anden gjennem den daglige Presse 
meddelt Efterretningcr om dets nyere For¬ 
bedringer i Agerdyrkiiing, saavelsom om dels 
storartede Foretagender og nye Opflndelser, og, 
som jeg haaher, derved noget banet Vejen for 
den mere levende Forbindelse og Samfajrsel, 
mellem England og Danmark, som den nyeste 
Tid, ved Handelcn, alt mere og mere udvikler. 

Jeg har arbeidet for del ovenangivne For- 
maal, cl under de gunstigste Omstsndigheder: 
de, som komme efter mig, ville, ligesom de 
blive langt mere bcgunstlgedc, saaledes ndrette 
langt mere. 

I Aaret 18-19 redigerede jeg et Ugeblad, ,,TI- 
den ’ kaldet, i hvis Spalter indeholdes nojag- 
tigere og tilforladeligere Beretninger ora En- 
gelske Instltulioner og poliliske Forhold end 
man lettelig vil dnde i andre Danske Skrifter, 
hvilket sikkert burde have va;ret til nogen Nylte, 
paa en Tid da man straebte af komme udaf den 
absolute Enevolds-Regjering indi den constilu- 
tionellc Sclv-Regjering; isasr da mange Ledere 
paa den Tid sagde, at man ved denne politiske 
Omdannclse isasr vilde tage England til Monster. 

Ved Udgivelsen af denne Bog er der een 
Ting, jegslet ikke frygter for: nemlig, at dette 
nye ForsSg paa at knytte Forbindelsen mellem 
Engelsk og Dansk vil fra DanskSide blivemddt 
afmindre Oprigtighed, af mindre forckommende 
Godhed og Velvilje, end mine forudgangne Be- 
strxbelser i samme Reining. 


Thorleifr Gudmandson Repp 






SELECT POEMS. 


L 

SACRED AND PIOUS SONGS. 


Psalm T. 

Tile man is hiest that hath not lent 
To wicked men his ear; 

Nor led his life as sinners do, 

Nor sat in scorner’s cliair: 

But in tlie lavv' of God the Lord 
Doth set his whole delij;ht, 

And in the same doth exercise 
Himself both day and night. 

Tie shall he like a tree that is 
Planted the rivers nigh, 

Which in due season hringeth forth 
Its fruit abundantly; 

Whose leaf shall never fade nor fall 
But flourishing shall stand; 


E’en so all things shall prosper well, 
That this man takes in hand. 

As for ungodly men, with them 
It shall he nothing so; 

But as the chaff which by the wind 
Is driven to and fro. 

Therefore the wicked men shall not 
In judgement stand upright; 

Nor in th’ assembly of the just 
Shall sinners come in sight. 

For why? the way of godly men 
Unto the Lord is known; 

Whereas the way of wicked men 
Shall quite be overthrown. 

“in transl. l)y Sternhold. 


Psalme /. 

Den Manri er vclsignet som ei har laant |1 
Ugudelige Majnd sit Ore; || Ei heller fiirt et 
Levnet som Syiulere fore, || Ei heller siddet 
i Furhaaneres Sa*de; 

Men i den Herre Giids Lov [j Sstler sin 
hole Fryd, 1| Og i den Sanime over || Sigselv 
haade Dag og Nat. 

Han skal va;rc lig et Trse som er i| Planted 
Floderne najr, || Som i tilhdrlig Tid frem- 
hriiiger [] Sin Frugt i Overflddighed: 

Ilvis Lov skal aldrig falme eller falde |j 
Men hloinsirende skal staa; 1| Ju.st snaledes 


skulle alle Ting lykkes godt || Som derine 
Mand forelagcr sig. 

Ilvad angaaer iigudelige Maentl. med dem || 
Skal dot Vicre ingenlunde saa; [j Men ligesom 
(med) Avner, som ved Vinden j| Drives from 
og tilbage. 

Derfor skiilde de ngudellge Mjend Ikke H 
I Doin slaae oprette 1| Ei holler i de Ret- 
fierdiges Forsamling H Skulde Syndero komino 
tilsyne. 

Og hvorfor? Gudelige Mainds Vei || Er 
af llerren kjeiidt; [| Hvoriraod ugudeligeMa?nds 
Vei II Skal gansko kuldkastes. 


1 
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Sacred and rious Songs. 


Psalm XXIII. 

My Shepherd is the living Lord, 

Nothing therefore I need ; 

In pastures fair near pleasant streams 
He setteth me to feed. 

lie shall convert and glad niy soul. 

And bring my mind in frame, 

To walk in paths of righteousness, 

Tor his most holy name. 

Yea, though I walk in vale of death. 

Yet will I fear no ill; 

Thy rod and staff do comfort me, 

And thou art with me still. 

And in the presence of my foes 
My table thou shalt spread; 

Thou wilt fill full my cup, and thou 
Anointed hast my head. 

Through all my life thy favour is 
So frankly skew’d to me, 

That in tliy house for evermore 
My dwelling-place shall be. 

in transl. Ity Slernhold. I 

• T 

Another Version, 

The Lord himself, the mighty Lord, 
Voiisclisafes to be my guide; 

The Shepherd, by whose constant care 
My wants are all supplied: 

In tender grass he makes me feed, 

And gently there repose; 

Psalme XXIII. 

Min Hyrde er den levende Horre, H Intet 
derfor mangier jeg; || I Graisgange skjonne, 
n»v yndige Stromme ([ Saliei han jnigfor at n«res. 

nan skat omvenile og glaidc min Sja;l, 1 
Og kringe mit Sind i cn Reining [en Skik] | 
Til at vandre paa KelfjErdigheds Slier H For 
iians allerhelligste Navns Skyld. 

Ja skjdnt jeg vandrer i Diidens Dai, |] "Saa 
dog, vil jeg ikke fiygle noget ondt || Bin Kjaep 
og din Slav troste mig, [] Og Bu er hos mig 
kestandig. 

Og i mine Fjenders Naervierelse, |] Mit Bord 
skal du djekke; || Du vil opfylde mit Bffiger, 
og dll II Haver salvet mit Hoved. 

Igjennem hole mit Liv dinNaadc er, Ij Saa 
frit udvist mod mig, H At i dit IIuiis for be- 
standig [| Min Bolig skal blive. 

En anden Overscetlelse. 

Ilcrren selv, den niffigllge Ilerre, || Yajrdiges 
at vacre min Fdrer’; |j Ben Hyrde, ved hvis 
Idelige Omsorg H Alle mine mangier blive af- 
hjiilpne: || 1 bliidt Griess lader han mig na;rcs 1| 
Og blidt der hvile; || Berpaa forer mig til 
kjolige Vandspring, hvor || Vederpvajgende Vand 
flyder, 


Then leads me to cool fountains, where 
Refreshing water flows. 

His love reclaims my wandhdng soul, 
And, to his endless praise, 

Guides me with humble zeal to walk 
In his most righteous ways. 

I pass the gloomy vale of death, 

From fear and danger free; 

For there his aiding rod and staff 
Defend and comfort me. 

A Paraphrase, 

The Lord my pasture shall prepare, 

And feed me with a shepherd's care; 

His presence sliall my wants supply, 

And guard me with a watchful eye. 

My noon-day walks he shall attend, 

And all my midnight hours defend. 

When in the sultry glebe I faint, 

Or on the thirsty mountain pant. 

To fertile vales, and dewy meads, 

My weary, wand’ring steps he leads; 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow', 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overspread. 

My stedfast heart sliall fear no ill. 

For thon, 0 Lord, art with me still; 
Thy rod and staff shall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. 

Hans Kjairlighed bringer tilbage min vild- 
farende SJiel, 1] Og, til bans evige Priis, |[ 

Forer mig til, med ydmyg Iver, at vandre, jj 
Paa bans meest retfajrdige Veje. |1 Jeg gaaer 
igjennem den morke Bddens Dai, || Fra Frygt 
og Fare fri; |1 Thi der bans hjcclpende Kjiep 
og Slav 11 Forsvare og troste mig. 

Paraphrase. 

Ilerren min Grasgang skal berede, 1) Ogfode 
mig med en Hyrdes Omsorg; 1| Hans Najrva;relse 
skal mine Savn &fbja;lpe il Og beskylte mig 
mod el aarvaagent Oje; |j Mine Middags Van- 
diinger skal ban ledsage || Og alle mine Mid- 
natstimer beskja:rme. 

Naar paa den lumreMark jeg vansm»gter, || 
Eller paa de tdrstige Bjerge taber Veiret, ][ 
Til frugiliare Dale, og duggede Enge, |1 Mine 
Iraltc, vildfaronde Fjed ban leder; || Hvor 
fredeiige Stronime, sagle og langsomme, |1 
Igjennem det griinne Landskab Hyde. 

Skjdnt paa Bddens Slier Jeg Irseder, ll Af 
morke Rsdsler overvajldet, H Mit siandliartige 
Hjajito skal inlet Oiidt frygle, || Tbi du, u 

Herre, er hos mig faeslandig; || Din Kja?p og 
Slav skiille give miglljalp \\ Og fdre mig igjen¬ 
nem den frygtelige Skygge. 
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Psalm CXXVIII. 

IIow blest the man, whose heart is fill’d 
With holy zeal and awe; 

Whose lips to God their tribute yield; 
Whose life adorns his law! 

The Lord in mercy near him stands, 

To ‘Tuard his favor’d head; 

And on the labor of his hands 
Will constant blessings shed. 

He, by the God of Jacob blest, 

Through length of days shall see 

His children’s children, Sion’s rest, 

And her prosperity. 

Yea, richer mercies far than these 
On him the Lord shall pour; 

Shall crown his soul with joy and peace, 
And life for evermore. 


Children called to serve God* 

Happy the child whose tender years 
Receive instruction well; 

Who hates the siiiner^s path, and fears 
The road that leads to hell. 

’Tw'ill save us from a thousand snares 
To mind religion young; 


Grace will preserve our riper years, 
And make our virtue strong. 

To thee. Almighty God, to thee, 

Our childhood we resign; 

Thy love in Christ our portion be; 

And our whole lives be thine! 

Let the blest work of prayer and praise 
Betimes employ our breath; 

Thus w e’re prepar’d for length of days. 
Or fit for early death. 

Call to the Gentiles* 

Sing to the Lord in joyful strains; 

His glorious praise resound, 

Ye who upon the ocean dw'cll, 

And fill the isles around. 

0 City of the Lord, begin 
The universal song; 

And let the distant tribes of earth 
The chccriul notes prolong. 

Let the rude wilderness afar 
Lift up its lonely voice; 

Behold the Day-spring from on high, 
And in its light rejoice. 

Let ev’ry land, and tribe, and longue, 
Jehovah’s glory raise; 

Till all the earth with one accord 
Unite to sing his praise. 


Psalme CXXVIII. 

Ilvor sali? er den Maud, Iivis Ilj£crte er fyldl j] 
Med belli? Iver eg- Fry?t; ]| Iivis Lteher til Gud 
yde deres Skat; |[ Hvis Levnet hffidrer bans 
Lov! 

Herren i Barmbja.*rti?bed n®r bam staaer i| 
For at beskja;rme bans hetrunstig'ede lloved : jj 
Og paa bans Ilamdors Arbeide || Vil bestandije 
Velslgnclscr iidgydo. 

Ilan, ved Jacobs Gud velsipnet, 1| Igjennem 
I)agcs btengde skal see || Sine Borns Born, Sions 
Trygbed || Og dots Held og Lykke. 

Ja, cndnii langt rigere Barmlijartigheder end 
disse II Baa iiamskal Herren udgyde ; || Skal krone 
bans Sjajl nied Glajdc og Fred, || Og Liv [som 
varer] cvindeligen. 

Jiurn kaldes til at tjene Gud. 

Yelsigiifit er det Barn bvis iinge Aar [[ Mod- 
lage Lffirdoin vel; 1| Som hader Synderens sti, 
eg frygter || Den \ej soin fiirer til Helvedc. 

Det vil frelse os fra Tusinde Snarer j] At 
agle paa Beligionen i Ungdominen; || Naade 


vil bevare vore modnere Aar H Og gjdrc vor 
Dyd stark. 

Til dig, Almagiige Gud, til dig || Vor Barn- 
dom vi hcllige; || Din Kjarlighed i Christo 
vare vor Deel; \\ Og liele vort Liv dit. 

Lad den velsignede Syssel af BOn og Lov- 
sang, II Tidlig beskjaftige vort Aandedral; || 
Saaledes blive vi beredle for Langde af Dage, jj 
liller skikkede til tidlig Dbd. 

Et Raid til lledningerne. 

Synger for Herren i glade Toner; || Hans 
herlige Priis lader gjenlyde, || I som dvale 
paa Havet, j| Og fylde oerne rundt omkring. 

0 Uerrens Stad begynd H Den almindeligo 
[over alt udbredte] Sang; li Og lad do fjaTne 
Stammer paa Jorden || De glade Toner forlange. 

Lad den vilde Orken fjarnt || Opliifte sin 
lonlige Rost; H Skii Daggryet fra dot Hdje, || 
Og i dels Lys fryder Eder. 

Lad elhverl Land, og Stamme og Tunge, || 
Jeliovas Herlighed ophojo; || Indtilliclc Jorden 
eensiemmigcn || Forener sig om at synge bans 
Priis. 


1* 
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Sacred and Pious Soings. 


The Spread of the Gospel. 

O’er the gloomy hills of darhiiess, 
l.ooU, my soul, with hope, aiul praise; 
See, the promis’d day is breaking, 
Dright from heavenwilh truth and grace! 
Day of glory, 

Dawn, and shine on al! our race! 

Let the Indian, let the Negro, 

Let the rude Barbarian sec 
Tliat divine and free redemption 
Once achiev’d on Calvary; 

Let the nations 
Gladly to the Saviour flee. 

Fly abroad, thou mighty Gospel 

Spread thy conquests; never cease; 
May thy lasting, wide dominion 
Multiply, and still increase; 

Take the kingdoms, 

Lord of glory! Prince of peace! 


The Love of Christ for Children. 

Congregalion. 

Tn hymns of joy your voices raise 
To sing the great Kedeemer’s praise; 
Yet who, but happy saints above, 
Can tell the riches of his love? 


Children. 

Prais’d be his name! that love is shed 

In heav’nly blessings on our head; 

He calls the young to seek liis face, 

And bids them know his wondrous grace. 

The hungry soul his goodness feeds; 

His fcclde flock he gently leads; 

Deigns in his arms the young to bear, 

And makes them his peculiar care. 

Congregation. » 

0 gracious Saviour, to thy side 

These helpless innocents wc guide; 

Let not their footsteps go astray, 

But make them love thy perfect way. 

Children seeking a Blessing. 

Lord, no forbidding voice is here 
To keep us from thy feet; 

But Christian friends invite us near 
Thy gracious call to meet. 

0 leach and help us to injprove 
The means by mercy given; 

To Dll our hearts with truth and love. 
And lead our steps to heaven. 

Though wc arc feeble, thou, 0 Lord, 
Wilt keep us with.thy might; 

Though we are dark, thy heav’nly word 
Can fill the mind with light. 


Evangeliels Vdbredelse. 

Over dc tlunkle Morkets Hoje, H Skit, min 
.Sjtel, med Uaab op Lovsan?; |1 See den for- 
jaittede Dap bryder from; || J.ys fra Hiinmelen 
med Sandhed op Naade ! || llcriigc Dag |[ lir> d 
from, og skinn pan hole vor SIa;gt! 

Lad Indiancren, lad Nogcren , li I.ad den 
iislebne Barbar see 1) lliin guddommeligc og 
frie Forliisning || En (Jang fuldbyrdct paa Gol- 
gatlia: 1| Lad Nalionerne ij Frydefnlde ile hen 
lil Frelseren. 

Fl>v ndi Verden du miegtige Evangelinm 1 
Udbred dine Erobringer; aldrig stanilse; \ 
Maattc dit vedvarendo, udslrakte llerredomme j 
Jllangfoldiggjiires og bestandig foroges; || Tag 
Fyrstendommerne || Herllghedens Herre! Fre- 
dens Fyrste! 

Christi Kjm'liijhed lil Biirn. 

Menighed. I Glaiilcs Ilymner oplbricr 
eders Steminer 1[ For at syngc den store Frol- 
sers Priis; || Dog Jivo, uden de salige Holge- 
nor I det Udje [[ Kan fortielle bans Kja;rligheds 
lUgdom ? 


Biirn. Lovet vierc bans Kavn ! at Kjcprlig- 
bod er udgydt || I bimmclske Yclsignelser paa 
Yort Hovod; [[ Ilan kalder de unge for at sogo 
bans Aasyn, |[ (*g byder dem at kjende bans 
underfiilde Naade. 

Den hnngrige Sja?! bans Godhed fodor; || 
Hans skTobelige Hjord loder ban mildt; || \a^r- 
diges i sine Arme at liajre de Unge H Og gjiir 
dem [Gjenslande for] sin sierdeles Omsorg. 

Menighed. Oh naadige Frelser til din 
Side II bisse hjielpcld.se Us'kyidige lede vi; [I 
Lad ikke dores Fjed gaa paa Afveje, ]| Men 
bring dem til at elske din fuldkomne Vei. 

Biirn sogende Yelsignelse. 

Ilerre, ingen forhydende Stemme er berU 
For at liolde os borte fra dine Fodder; || Men 
Cbristne Venner indbyde os at naerme os || Dit 
naadige Kald at mode. 

Ob lajr og hjailp os at aflienytte || De af 
Naaden givne Midler; || for at fyldevore Hjairtcr 
med Sandhed og KJterUglied, || Og lede vore Fjed 
111 ilimmelen. 

SkJOnt vL ere svago, da, o Herre, ll Vll holde 
os vod din Kraft; || Skjunt vl ere morke, dit 
hhnmelskc Ord |) Kan fylde Sindet med Lys. 
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0 look o» those, whose kind concern 
AVonld lead us lo thy rest; 

And with a hlessinjr, Lord, return 
Their gifts to ev’ry breast. 

Children acknotoledging their 
Dependence xipon God. 

See, Lord, before thy mercy-seat, 

In Christ’s prevailing name, 

A liand of little childi'cn meet, 

Tlicir Father’s love to claim. 

Our foolish hearts, alas, arc slow 
To understand thy way: 

0 teach us, Lord, thy will to know, 
And help us to obey. 

Kind are the friends who lead us here, 
To learn thy holy word; 

13ut ^■ain is all their hope and care. 
Without thy blessing, Lord. 

Fulfil their hopes; Ihy grace display 
In ev’ry youthful mind; 

And, while they guide us in thy way, 
Let them a blessing find. 

Praise from Young and Old. 

Worship, honor, glory, blessing. 

Lord, we offer to thy name; 


Young and old, thy praise expressing. 
Join their Saviour to proclaim. 

As the saints in heaven adore thee. 
We would bow before thy throne; 
As thine angels serve before thee. 

So on earth thy will be done. 


Hymn On Graiiiude. 

When all thy mercies, 0 my God 
My rising soul surveys; 

Transported with the view, I’m lost 
In wonder, love, and praise, 

0 how shall words, with equal W’armth, 
The gratitude declare 

That glows within my ravish’d heart? 
But thou canst read it there. 

Thy providence my life sustain’d, 

And all my wants redrest, 

When in the silent womb 1 lay 
And hung upon the breast. 

To all my w'cak complaints and cries 
Thy mercy lent an car, 

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 
To form themselves in pray’r. 


0 see paa dlsse, hvis kjarlige Omsorg [| Vil 
fore os til riln Ro ; ]| Og med en Velsignelse, 
0 ilcrre, grjenpjeld || UOivert Rryst dels Gave. 

Jioni anerkjendende deres Trang til Cuds 

Bis land. 

See, Herre, foran din Naades Throne, [| I 
Christ! m«gtige [indflydelsesrige] Navn, 1| Et 
Chor nf Smaabdrn trasder sammen, || For at 
anholde om deres Fatlers Kjajrlighed. 

Vore taahclige Iljicrter, acJi, ere sene || Til 
at forstaa dine Veje ; || Oh la)r os, Herre, din 
Villje at kjende, || Og hja;lp os til at adlyde. 

Kjajrlige eve de Venner soin fore os hid, H 
For at Iterc dit hcllige Ord; || Men forgjaves 
er al deres Ilaab og Omsorg , |] Uden din Yel- 
signelse, Herre. 

Opfyld deres Forhaabninger; udfold djn 
Naade \\ 1 elhvert iingdonimeligt Sind; || Og, 
I del de fore os paa din Vei i! had dem en 
Velsignelse Unde. 

Lovsang af Vnge og Uarnle. 

Tilbedclse, Hteder, Aire, VeLsignelse, I1 lleire, 
vi olfre til dit Nayn; ]] Unge og Gamlu din 


Lov udtrykkende, || Forene sig i at forkyndc 
deres Frelser. 

Som Hfilgenerne i Himmelen (ilbcde dig 1| 
Vilde vi boje os for din Throne; [| Som dine 
Engle tjene for dig [dit Aasyn]. [[ Saa paa 
Jorden din Villje skee. 

Taknemineliykeds Hynlne. 

Naar alle dine Barmhjajrtighedi r, o min 
Gild, II Min sIg oplOflende SJ®1 overvejer; || 
llcnrykt ved Belraglningen (deraf) taher jeg 
niig II I Forundring, KJa;rlighed og Lov(sang). 

0, hvorledes .*:kiille Ord mod lilsvarentle 
Yavme || Den Taknenimelighpd tolkc || Som 
gloder i mil henrykte lljicrle? [[ Men du kan 
Iffise den der. 

Dit Forsyn opholdl mit Liv || Og paa al 
min Nodiorft raadeile Rod. || Da jeg i del 
tausc Modcrsliv laa || Og hang ved CModers) 
Brystet. 

Til alle mine svage.Klagor og Skrig 1| Din 
BarmhjiDrtighed laante Ore, |[ For endnii mine 
sp.Tde Tanker havde liert \\ Al forme sig i 
Bon. 
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Sacri-d and Pious Songs. 


UnuumberM comfoits to my soul 
Thy tender care bestow’d, 

Before my infant heart conceived 
From whom those comforts flow’d 

When in the slippery paths of youtU 
With heedless steps I ran, 

Thine arm, unseen, convey’d me safe, 
And led me up to man. 

Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths 
It gently clear’d my way, 

And through the pleasing snares of vice, 
More to he fear’d than they. 

When worn with sickness, oft hast thou 
\Yith health renew’d my face; 

And when in sins and sorrows sunk, 
Keviv'd my soul with grace. 

Thy bounteous hand, with worldly bliss 
Hath made my cup run o’er: 

And, in a kind and faithful friend 
Hath doubl’d all my store. 

Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ; 

Nor is the least a cheerful heart 
That tastes those gifts with joy. 

% 

Through every period of niy life 
Thy goodness I’ll pursue; 


And, after death, in distant worlds 
The glorious theme renew. 

When nature fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more 
My ever grateful heart, 0 Lord 
Thy mercy shall adore. 

Through all eternity, to thee 
A joyful song I’ll raise; 

For oh! eternity’s too short 
To utter all thy praise! 

ADDISON. 


IlEBRKW MELODUS. 

(DVRON). 

She Walks In Beauty, 

She walks in beauty, like the night._ 

Of cloudless climes and starry skies; 

And all that's best of dark and bright 
iMeet in her aspect and her eyes; 

Thus mellow’d to that tender light. 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 

One shade the more, one ray the less, 
Had half impair’d the nameless grace, 

Which waves in every raven tress, 

Or softly lightens o’er her face; 

Where thoughts serenely sweet express, 
How pure, how dear their dwelling- 

place. 


Utalte Vclsignelser til minSjjel || Dinomme 
Omsorg ydede, |] rorend mit bariilige Hjajrte 
bfgreb i| Fra hvera disse Yelsignelsei* iliid. 

Da paa Ungdoms slibrige Sticr || Med iibe- 
tsenksomme Trin jog lob, \\ Din Hiseete Arm 
forte mig uskadfc, 1| Og ledte mig op til Man- 
(doms Alder). 

Gjennem skjulte Farer, Moje og Dod |] llyd- 
dede den kjjerligt min Yej, jj Og igjennem 
Lastens lokkende Snarer || Som mere vare at 
frygte end hine. 

Da (jeg var) udmattet af Sygdom ofte bar 
dll I! Med Sundhed forynget mit Aasyn ; li Og 
da (jeg var) sjiinken i Syndor og Sorg, |1 Op- 
livet min Sja;l med Naade. 

Din gavmilde Ilaand med verdslig L>kke || 
liar bragt mit BiEger til at Hyde over: jj Og i 
cn kjierlig og trofast Yen || Har fordoblet ai 
min Rigdom. 

Ti Tusinde Tiisinde koslelige Gaver \\ Be- 
skjaeftige rain daglige Tak(neramelighed) ; ]] Og 
ej den mindste af disse er ct gladt Hjairte, || 
Som smager disse Gave? med Fryd. 


Iffjennem hver Periode af mit Liv jj Vil jeg 
forfiilge din Godhed; || Og efter Dbden i fja3rne 
Ycrdener |[ Paa ny gjentage det herlige iErane. 

Naar Natarcn svinder, og Dag og Nat j] Ikkc 
mere dele dine Gjerninger jj Mit evig laknemme- 
lige Iljairie, 0 ilerre , j] Skal tilbede din Mi- 
skundlied. 

lejennem al Evighed til dig || En frydefiild 
Saflg vil jeg isiemme; 1[ Thi oh! Evigheden er 
for kort jj Til at fremsige al din Lov. 


Hebraiske Melodier (af BYRON). 

Hun vandrer i Skjonhed llig Nation j] I 
Skyiose Egne med sljaernefulde Himle ; \\ OgAlt 
det som er bedst af morkt og lyst, || Sarnies 
i hendes Aasyn og hendes Oine, 1| Saaledes 
blbdgjort [ned] til hint milde Lys || Som 
Hiinmelen negter den prunkend^Dag. 

Een Skygge mere, een Straale mindre, |) 
Yilde have halvbeskadiget den-navnidse Ynde, jj 
Som bolger sig i enhver ravnsort Lok, || Eller 
sagte giimter over hendes Ansigt; |t Hvor op- 
rdmt [Tydsk; heiterl sode Tanker udtrykke || 
Hvor reent, hvor kjeert deres Opholdsted [er]. 
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And on that cheek, and o’er that brow, 
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 

The smiles that win, the tints that glow, 
But tell of days in goodness spent, 

A mind at peace with all below 
A heart whose love is innocent! 


The Harp The Monarch Minstrel Swept, 

The harp the monarch minstrel swept, 
The King of men, the loved oflleaven, 
Which Music hallow’d while she wept 
O’er tones her heart of hearts had given. 
Redoubled be her tears, its chords 

are riven! 

It soften’d men of iron mould, 

It gave them virtues not their own; 
IVo ear so dull, no soul so cold. 

That felt not, fired not to the tone, 
Till David’s lyre grew mightier than 

his throne! 

It told the triumphs of our King, 

It wafted glory to our God; 

It made onr gladdcnM valleys ring, 

The cedars bow, the mountains nod; 
Its sound aspired to Heaven and there 

abode! 

Since then, though heard on earth no 

more, 

Devotion and her daughter Love, 

Still bid the bursting spirit soar, 


To sounds that seem as from above. 
In dreams that day’s broad light can 

not remove. 

If That High World, 

If that high world, which lies beyond 
Our own, surviving Love endears; 

If there the cherish’d heart be fond, 

The eye the same, except in tears — 

How welcome those untrodden spheres! 
How sweet this very hour to die! 

To soar from earth and find all fears 
Lost in thy light — Eternity! 

It must be so: ’t is not for self 
That we so tremble on the brink; 

And striving to o’erleap the gulf, 

Yet cling to Being’s severing link. 

Oh! in that future let us think. 

To hold each heart the heart thatshares; 

With them the immortal waters drink, 
Andsoul in soul grow deathless theirs! 

The Wild Gazelle. 

The wild gazelle on Judah’s hills, 
Exulting yet may bound, 

And drink from all the living rills 
That gush on holy ground; 

Ils airy step and glorious eye 

May glance in tameless transport by. 


0? paa den Kind, ogr over den Pande, l!:Saa 
t)I6d, saa 1011? [og] dog vcltalende, \\ DeSmiil 
som vinde, de Farvcskjsr som glode, || Forta;lle 
knn omDage i Gudsfrygt [Godhed?] tilhragte, ]i 
Et Sind i Fred med Alt [Alle?] heriiede, 1| Et 
Iljferte hvis Kjajrlighed er uskyidig. 


Den Harpe som Konge Skjalden overfoer fd. 
e. rortc] , \\ IWandenes Konge, Ilimmelcns El- 
skedc, II Som Musica helligede medens hun 
grajd ]| Over Toner (som) hendes Hjeertes [d. 
e. inderste] Hjeorte havde givet, || Fordoklerie 
vorde IiendesT.Tarer! dens Strange ere Itrustne! || 
Den fovmildede Msend af Jarn-Form, || Dengav 
dem Dyder ei dem egne; |1 Inlet Ore saa slovt, 
ingen Sjffil saa koid, 1| At den jo folle, at den 
jo antffindtes ved Tonen, || Indtil Davids Lyra 
lilev magligere end bans Throne! 

Den forlalte vor Konges Trinmpher, || Den 
viftede Lovsaflg lil vor Gud; || Den lod vore 
frydefnlde Dale gjenlyde, || Cedreno hoje 
sig, Bjargene nikke; |t Dens Lyd liavede sig 
til Ilimmelen og der forblev! !1 Siden den 
Tid, skjont liiirt paa Jord ei mere, || Andagt 
og hendes Dalter Kjarlighed, || Byde beslandig 
den brislendc Aand opiofle sig || Ved Lyde 


som synes som de kom ovenfra, [| I Dromme 
som den hbi-lyse Dag ei kan fjarne. 


Ilvis hiin hoje Verden, som ligger ovenforU 
Vor egen, ved overlevende Kjarlighed elskelig- 
gjores; ij Hvis der det elskede lljarte er kja:r- 
ligt, tl Ojet det s'amme, nndlagen i Taarcr — 1 
H^r velkomno disse ubetraadte Spharer! | 
IIvov sbdt selv i denne Time at doe! H At 
svajve op Ira Jordan og flnde al Frygt || Tabt 
i dit Lys — 0, Evighed! 

Det maa vare saa: det er ikke for Jeg-fit|| 
At vi saaledes skjalve paa Raiiden [af Evig- 
heden] ; || Og slrabcnde at springe over Af- 
grunden, 1| Dog klynge os til Tilvarelsens bri- 
stende Kjade. H 0, i hiint Tilkommende lad 
os foreslille os || At vi ansee ethvort Iljarte 
som el meddeltagende; || Med dem drikke tie 
udbdelige Vande, || Og, Sjal i Sjffil, udbdeligeu 
forblive deresl 


Den vilde Gazelle paa Judahs Hoje, || IIo- 
verende ciidnu kan springe, || Og drikke af 
alle de levende Ba?kke 1| Som fremspriidle paa 
hcllig Grund; || Dens luflige Trin og heriige 
(ije II Kan glinite i uliemmet Ovurgivenhed 
forbi: — 
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Sacred and Pious Songs. 


A step as fleet, an eye more bright, 
Hath Judah witness’d there; 

And o’er her scenes of lost delight 
Inhabitants more fair. 

The cedars wave on Lebanon, 

But Judah's statelier maids are gone! 

More blest each palm that shades those 

plains. 

Than Israel’s scatter’d race; 

For, taking root, it there remains 
In solitary grace; 

It cannot quit its place of birth. 

It will not live in other earth. 

But we must wander withcringly, 

In other lands to die; 

And where our fathers’ ashes be 
Our own may never lie; 

Our temple hath not left a stone 
And Mockery sits on Salem’s throne. 


Ok / yVeep Foi' Those, 

Oh! weep foi\those that wept by Babel’s 

stream. 

Whose shrines arc desolate, whose land 

a dream; 

Weep for the harp of Judah’s broken 

shell; 

Mourn — where their God hath dwelt 

the godless dwell! 


And where shall Israel lave her bleed¬ 
ing feet? 

And when shall Zion’s songs again 

seem sweet? 

And Judah’s melody once more rejoice 
The hearts that Icap’d before its lica- 

venly voice? 

Tribes of the wandering foot and weary 

breast, 

How shall ye flee away and be at rest! 
The wild-dove hath her nest, the fox 

his cave. 

Mankind their country “ Israel but the 

grave 1 

On Jordan’s Banks. 

On Jordan’s banks the Arab’s camels 

stray, 

On Sion's hill the False One's votaries 

pray, 

The Baal - adorer bows on Sinai’s 

steep — 

Yet there — even there — Oh God! 

thy thunders sleep: 

There — where thy fingers scorch’d 

the tablet stone! 

There — where thy shadow to thy 

people shone! 

Thy glory shrouded in its garb of lire; 
Thyself — none living see, and not 

expire! 


Et Trin mere Inirtipt, et Oje mere lysfuldt, || 
Uar Judah skuet der; |1 Og paa Jicndes (Judahs) 
Skiicpladse af forsviinden Fryd ij Indbygger- 
iiider mere skjonne. (| Cedreiie bOlge sig jjaa 
Lebanon, H Men Judahs mere, inajestajliske 
Moer ere boric. 

Mere lykkellghver Palme som beskygger disse 
Sletter 1| End Israels ndspredle Slagt; [] Tbi 
slaaende Rod, der forbliver den || 1 eensom 
Ynde:|lDen kan ikke forlade sit Fdde-Sted, || 
Den vil ci leve i en aiiden Jord. 

Men vi maa vandre visneligen , |1 I andre 
Laiide at doe; || Og livor vore Fa‘dres Asko 
or II Vor egen maa aldrig ligge; || Vort Tempel 
har Ikke en Sleen tUbage, |1 Og Forhaanelso 
sidder paa Salems Throne. 


0 gr£Dd for hine som gricd ved Babels Strom, |[ 
IIvls llelligdomiue erejide, hvis Land en DrOm; 11 
Gricd over Judahs, sonderbriidtc Skalls Ilarpe ; ]i 
SOrg — hvor dercs Gud har boot, boe [nu] de 
Ugudelige! - 


Og hvor skal Israel vadske sine blodende 
Fodder? || Og naar skulde Zions Sange igjen 
kliiigc sddt? II Og Judahs Melodi engang endnu 
gUule ii De iljajrter som dandsede til dens 
iummclske Host ? 

0 I Stammer med vandrende Fodder og Ira^t 
Bryst II Hvorledes skulde I flygle af Sted og 
komme til Hvile ! |1 Den vilde Due har sin 

Kede, RjEVen sin Buie, H Menncskesla;glen 
Faidreland — Israel kun Graven'. 


Paa Jordans Bredder vanke Arabevens Ka- 
meler, jf Paa Sions Hoi holde den Falskes 
Dyrkere Bon, H Baals Tilbeder bojor sig paa 
Sinais Skrajnle — || Dog, der — selv der — 
0 Gild! slurarc dine Tordencr: ^ 

Der — hvor din Finger hriendte Tavlestenen ! || 
Der — hvor din Skygge for Folket skinnede! jj 
1 del din ilerlighed var indhyllet i sit Ihi- 
Klaulcbon; j| Dig selv — seer ingeii levende 
uden at onikomme! 
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Oh! in the lightning let thy glance ap¬ 
pear ; 

Sweep from his shiver’d hand the op¬ 
pressor’s spear. 

How long by tyrants shall thy land be 

trod! 

How long thy temple worshipless, Oh 

God! 

Jephtha's Daughter. 

Since our Country, our God—Oh,my sire! 
Demand that thy Daughter expire; 
Since thy Iriumph was bought by thy 

vow — 

Strike the bosom that’s bared for thee 

now! 

And the voice of my mourning is o’er, 
And the mountains behold me no more; 
If the hand that I love lay me low, 
There cannot be pain in the blow! 

And of this, oh, my Father! be sure — 
That the blood of thy child is as pure 
As the blessing I beg ere it flow, 

And the last thought that soothes me 

below. 

Though the virgins of Salem lament, 

Be the judge and the hero unbent! 


I have won the great battle for thee. 
And niy father and country are free! 

When this blood of thy giving bath gush’d. 
When the voice that thou lovest is liush’d, 
Let my memory still be thy pride, 

And forget not I smiled as 1 died. 


Oh t Snatched Aicay In Beauty's Bloom, 

Oh! snatch’d away in beauty’s bloom, 
On thee shall press no ponderous tomb; 
But on thy turf shall roses rear 
Their leaves, the earliest of the year; 
And the wild cypress wave in tender 

gloom. 

And oft by yon blue gushing stream 
Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head. 
And feed deep thought with many a 

dream, 

And lingering pause and lightly tread; 
Fond wretch! as if her step disturb’d 

the dead! 

Away! we know that tears are vain, 
That death nor heeds nor hears distress: 
Will this unteach us to complain? 

Or make one mourner weep the less ? 
And thou — who tell’st me to forget, 
Thy looks are wan, thine eyes are wet. 


Oh, i Lynet lad dit Glimt vise sij; i| Bort- 
snap af Bans knuste Haand Undertrykkerens 
Sp)d: II Ilvor Isn^e afTyranner skal dit Land 
betraedesl || Ilvor Isnge dit Tempel v«re 
dyrkelseslost, 0, Gud! 


Jephthas Batter, 

Siden vort ?a;dreland , vor Gud — 0, min 
Fader! || Fordre at din Datter skal do; | 
Siden din Triumph hlev kjobt med dit Lovte — ) 
Tra;f den Barm soni er blottet for dif nu! 

Og rain Soigs Stemme er forbi, |1 Og Bjer- 
genc s-kiic mig ei mere: || Ilvis den Ilaand jeg 
elsker lalder mig, {| Kan der ei vaire Sraterte 
i Slaget! 

Og om dette, ominFader! vasr forsikret — jj 
At dit Barns Blod er saa reent \\ Som den 
Velsignel.se jeg iidbeder raig inden detfiyder, || 
Og den sidste Tanke som trbsier raig iier node 
[eller, i denne VerdeiiJ. 

Skjont Salems Moer klage, || V«re Domme- 
ren og Ilelien ubojel! || Jeg har vuudet Uet 


store Slag for dig, Ij Og min Fader, og mit 
F$dreland ere frie! 

Naar dette Blod som du gav er udgydt 
Naar den Stemme dii elskede or nedtysset, 
Lad mit Minde stedse vajre din Slollhed, 

Og giem ei jeg smilede i det jeg (lode! 


0 ! du bortsnappede i Skjonheds Blomst ) 
Paa dig skal presse inlet tungt Gravminde; | 
Men paa dit Cronsvair skuldeRoser fremdrive j 
Oercs Blade.[de Roser] som ere Aarets lidligsle; | 
Og den vilde Cypresse bulge i ora Durikelhcd: 

Og ofte ved hiin bla«i sprudlende Strom || 
Skal Sorgen lainc (til Ilvile) sit vansmjcgtende 
Roved, II Og najre dyb Tanke med mangen en 
Driim, |i Og Ijengselfuldt niilende stanrtse og Iraede 
sagte [let]; || Taabeligkjjerlige Slakkel! som 
ora hendes [SorgensJ Trin forstyrrede den dode! 

Bort! Vi vide at Taarer ere forgjajves, |j At 
Dbden hvorken a:ndser eller borer Sorg: \\ Vii 
dette aflcp.re os [d. e. bringe os lil at glemme j 
at klage? H Eller bringe een Sbrgende lil at 
gr$de raindre? || Og du — som siger mig jeg 
maaglemme, jj DilAasyn erblegt,riine Ojne VRude. 
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Sacred awd Piol's Soisgs. 


My Sotil Is Dark. 

Wy soul is dark — Oh! quickly string 
The harp I yet can brook to hear; 

And let thy gentle fingers fling. 

Its inciting murmurs o’er mine car. 

If in this heart a hope be dear, 

That sound shall charm it forth again; 

If in these eyes there lurk a tear, 

^Twill flow, and cease to burn my brain. 

But bid the strain be wild and deep, 
IVor let thy notes of joy be first; 

I tell Ihcc, minstrel, I must weep, 

Or else this heavy heart will burst; 

For it hath been by sorrow nursed , 
And ached in sleepless silence long; 

And now H is doom’d to know the worst, 
And break at once — or yield to song, 

I Saw Thee Weep. 

I saw thee weep — the big bright tear 
Came o'er that eye of blue; 

And then niethought it did appear 
A violet dropping dew; 

I saw thee smile — the sapphire’s blaze 
Beside thee ceased to shine; 

It could not match the living rays 
That fill’d that glance of thine. 

As clouds from yonder sun receive 
A deep and mellow dye; 


Which scarce the shade of coming eve 
Can banish from the sky. 

Those smiles unto the moodiest mind 
Their own pure joy impart; 

Their siinhine leaves a glow behind 
That lightens o'er the heart. 


Thy Days Are Done. 

Thy days are done, thy fame begun; 

Thy country’s strains record 
The triumphs of her chosen Son, 

The slaughters of his sword! 

The deeds he did, the fields he won 
The freedom he restored! 

Though thou art fall’n, whilewearefree 
Thou shalt not taste of death! 

The generous blood that flow’d from thee 
Disdain’d to sink beneath; 

Within our veins its enrrents be, 

Thy spirit on our breath ! 

Thy name, our charging hosts along, 
Shall be the battle-word! 

Thy fall, the theme of choral song 
From virgin voices pour’d! 

To weep would do thy glory wrong; 
Thou shalt not be deplored. 


Min Sja)l er mork — 0! hurtigt stem [bog- 
slavelig: bestr^ng] || Den Harpe jcg endnn kan 
laaSealhorc || Og lad dine blide Fingre kaste |] 
Dens smcltende Marmlen over mit Ore. || Ilvis 
I dette Iljsrte der er et kjart Haab, 1| Skal 
rieiijie Lyd frerntrylle rtet igjen: || Hvis i disse 
Ojne der Uiror [skjuler sig] en Taara , H Saa 
vil don Hyde, og holde op at brsjnde min Hja;rne. 

Men liyd Tonen va;rc vild og dyb, || Ei 
heller lad Glajdens Toner vajre de forste: H-Ieg 
siger dig. Barde, jeg maa graide, || Eller, hvis 
ikke maa dette l!ja:rte briste; || Thi det er 
blevet af Sorg nseret |j Og [har] smaertet [de 
fijlt Smajrte] i sovnlfts Taushed Jaenge; H Og 
nu er del domt lil at etfare det yasrste, i| Og 
hrislc nied eet [d. e. strax] — elier foje sig 
et'ler Sang. 


Jcg saa dig graede — den store lyse Taarc H 
Kom over hiint blaa Oje: [] Og da synles jcg 
det vliste sig som || En Fiol dryppende Dug: [[ 
Jeg saa dig smile — Sapphirens Flamrae l| Ved 
.Siden af dig hoidt op at skinne; || Den knnde 
ikke maale sig med dc levende StraalerJ] Som 
fyldlc hiint samnie die Ojekast. 

Som Skyer fra hiin Sol modtage || En dyb 


og bidd Farve, H Som nseppe Skyggen af den 
kommeiide Aften 1| Kan banlyse fra Ilimmelen, |1 
Saa disse Smiil lil det tnngsindigste Geinyt i| 
Dercs egen rene Glade meddele; || Deres Sol- 
skin cfterlader en Lysgldd 1| Som glimier over 
Iljartct. 


Dine Dage ere forbi, dit Ry begyndt; [[ Dit 
Fffidrelands Sange bevare Mindet om || Dels ud- 
valgle Sons Triumpher, |1 Om de Mandrab som 
bans Svsrd fuidbragte! || De Bedrifter ban 

fuldforte, de Feltslag han vandt, H Den Frlhcd 
som han gjenoprettede! 

Skjont (III er falden , saalsnge vi ere frie H 
Skal dll ei smage Doden! || Det adle RIod som 
fliid fra dig || Forsmaaede at synKO ned |i 
Jorden]: |1 I vore Aarer ere dots Strdmmo, |j 
Din Aand paa vort Aandcdrat! 

Dit A'avn , langs ad vore H«res angribendo 
Linier, || Skal bllve FcUraabet [bogstavclig: 
Slag-Ordet]! || Dit Fald skal blive Themaet 
for en Chor-Saiig 1] Udgydet af Jomfriie-Stem- 
mer! |1 At gra;de vildc vairc [det samme som] 
at kripiike din Ilader; || Du skal ei blive 
begrajdt. 
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Song Of Saul Before Ilis TmsI 

Battle, 

Warriors and chiefs ! should tlic sliaft 

or the sword. 

Pierce me in leading? the host of the Lord, 
Heed not the corse, though a king’s, in 

your path: 

Bury your steel in the bosom of Gath! 

Thou who art bearing my buckler and 

how. 

Should the soldiers of Saul look away 

from tlie foe. 

Stretch me that moment in blood at 

thy feet! 

Wine be the doom which they dared 

not to meet. 

Farewell to others, but never we part, 
Heir to my royalty, son of my heart! 
Bright is the diadem, boundless the sway, 
Or kingly the death, which awaits us 

to-day! 

Saul. 

Thou whose spell can raise the dead. 
Bid tlie prophet’s form appear, 
„SamueL raise thy buried head! 

King’ behold the phantom seer!’* 
Earth, yawn’d ; he stood the centre of 

a cloud; 


Light changed its hue, retiring from his 

shroud. 

Death stood all glassy in his fixed eye; 
Uis hand was wither’d, and his veins 

were dry; 

His foot, in bony whiteness, glitter’d 

there, 

Shrunken and sinewless, and ghastly 

bare; 

From lips that move not and unbrea- 

ihing frame, 

Like cavern’d winds, the hollow aecents 

came. 

Saul saw, and fell to earth, as falls 

the oak, 

At once, and blasted by the thunder¬ 
stroke. 

„VVhy is my sleep disquieted? 

Who is he that calls the dead? 

Is it thou, 0 King? Behold, 

Bloodless are these limbs, and cold; 
Such are mine; and such shall be 
Thine to — morrow, when with me; 
Ere the coming day is done. 

Such shalt thou be, such thy son. 
F'arc thee well, but for a day. 

Then we mix our mouldering clay 
Thou, thy race, lie pale aud low; 
Pierced by shafts of many a bow; 
And the falchion by thy side 
To thy heart thy hand shall guide; 
Crownless, breathless, headless fall, 
Son and sire, the house of Saul! 


Sauls Sang inden hans sidste Slug. 

Krigero og Uovdinger! Skulde 1‘ilen eller 
Svasrdet |i Gjennenibore mig jes forer 

Ilcrrcns Hsre. || £nds ikkc ^^^skjdnt eu 
Konges, [li?gcfide] paa eders StI. || Begrav 
eders Staal i Gatlis Hjicrter [iJarme], 

Du som haerer mit Skjold og Bue, ]] Skolde 
Sauls Soldaier see bort fra Fjenden, \\ Slra^k 
[d. e. nedlaig] mig detOjeblik i RIod ved dine 
Fodder. H Mit va;re del Nedcrlag som de ei 
lorde mbde. 

Far vel (il Andre, men aldrig adskilles vi, Ij 
[DnJ mit Konyedbmmes Arvin?, Son af mit 
lljajrte! || Skinnende cr Kronen, grajndsclos 
Magteii, II Eller kongelig: denDbd, som vajnter 
os idag! 

Saul. 

Du livls Trylleri Ran opreise dc Dbde, || 
Byd Prophetens Skikkelse vise si?. || ,.Samuel 
reis op dit btgravede lloved! || Kon?e, sku 
Spdgclsc Seeren!” \\ Jorden gabede; Ban stod 


som Centrum af en Sky: i| Lysel forandrede 
sin Farve, trskkende sig tiiba?e fra Jians Liig> 
klsedc.. |j Dbden stod ganske glasset 1 bans 
stive Oje; || Hans llaand var visnet og hans 
Aarer vare torre ; |] Hans Fod i benet Ilvidhed 
glimrede der, || Sammenskrumpen og senelds, 
og spbgciseagtig bar; {| Udaf Laibcr som ei 
bevaegede sig, og af et aandelost Legome, || 
Liig Bjerghulers Vinde, kom dc luile Toner. j| 
Saul saa, og faldt til Jorden, somEgen falder, |j 
Med eet, og fordaervet af Torden-Slaget. l| 
,,Hvorfor bliver min Sovn foruroliget? !| Hvo 
er han som kalder de dbde? || Er det dig o 
Kongo? See || Blodibsc ere dissc Lemmer og 
kolde: |) Saadanne ere mine; og saadanne 
skulde blive || Dine imorgen, naar du kommer 
tii mig: || For den kommendc Dag er omme, [| 
Saadan sknl du blive, saadan din Son. || Far 
vel, kiin for een Dag || Da skolde’vi sammen- 
blanrie vort hensmuldrende Leer. |1 Du, din 
SliBgt, ligge blege og udstrakle || GJennem- 
borede af Pile fra mangen een Bue; H lOg 
Glavindet ved din Side || Til dit Iljierlc din 
Haand sknl fore: H Kronelbs, aandclbs, lioved- 
Ibs falde, || Son og Fader, Sauls lliiiis!” 
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Sacred and Pious Songs. 


All Is Vanity^ Saith The Preacher. 

FamCj wisdom, love, and power were 

mine, 

And health and youth possess’d me; 

iMy goblets blush’d from every vine, 
And lovely forms caress’d me; 

1 sunn’d my heart in beauty^s eyes, 
And felt my soul grow tender; 

All earth can give, or mortal prize, 
Was mine of regal splendour. 

I strive to number o’er what days 
Kemcmbrance can discover, 

Which all that life or earth displays 
AVonId lure me to live over. 

There rose no day, there roll’d no hour 
Of pleasure unembitter’d; 

And not a trapping deck’d my pow'er 
That gall’d not while it glitter’d. 

The serpent of the field, by art 
And spells, is W'on from harming: 

But that which coils around the heart, 
Oh! who hath power of charniitig? 

It will not list to wisdom’s lore, 

IVor mn?ic*s voice can lure it; 

But there it stings for evCrmore 
The soul that must endure it. 


Wheti Coldness Wraps This Suffering 

Clay. 

When coldness wraps thissuffering clay, 
Ah! whither strays the immortal 

mind ? 

It cannot die, it cannot stray, 

But leaves its darken’d dust behind. 

Then, unembodied, doth it trace 
By Steps each planets heavenly way ? 

Or fill at once tlie realms of space, 

A thing of eyes, that all s«’vcy? 

Eternal, boundless, undocay’d, 

A thought unseen, but seeing all, 

All, all in earth, or skies display’d. 
Shall it survey, shall it recall; 

Each fainter trace that memory holds 
So darkly of departed years, 

In one broad glance the soul beholds, 
And all, that was, at once appears. 

Before Creation peopled earth. 

Its eye sliall roll through chaos back ; 

And where the furthest heaven had birth, 
The spirit trace its rising track. 

And where the future mars or makes 
Its glance dilate o’er all to be, 

While suu is quench’d or system breaks, 
Fix’d in its own eternity. 


,,Alt er Forfcengelighed sagde Pradikeren." 

Ry, Yisdom, Kjarlighed og: Magt vare min, || 
Oj Sundhed ojj Ungdom besad mig; || Wine 
Bffigere rodmede af enhver Viinrankc, [| Og 
clskvsrdige Former kjariegnede mig; |[ Jog 
sotede mil lljajrie i SkjOnheds (ijne, |i Og fdlte 
min Sja'l blive tim; || Alt Jord Kan give, eller 
(en) DOdelig skatle, || Af kongelig Pragt var 
mit. 

Jeg strffiber at optajlle hvilke Dage || Hu- 
komnielsen kan opdage, || Sum Alt hvad Livet 
cller Jordon udfolder || Vilde lokke (overtale) 
mig til at gjenncmlcve igjen. H Dcr fremhrod 
ingen Dag, der rullode [forbi] ingen Time || 
Af fitfcde [som var] uforbittret; 1| Og intet 
Prydelses-Da-kke forskjonnede min Magt [[ Sora 
ikke gneed [d. e. saarede] i det det gllmredc. 

Markens Slange veil Konst || Og Trjlleri, 
vindes fra at gjiire Skade; H Men den (Slange) 
som snoer sig om lljsertet, || 0 , Iivo bar Magt 
Hi at forlrylle clen? H Den vit ei lylte til 
Viisdoms Liere, \\ Ei heller kan Wusikens 

Stenime lokke den; || Men der stikker den 
bestandig |j Sja:lcn .som maa udholde den[s 
yvalj. 


Naar Kalde onisvbber detle lldende Leer, || 
Ach! hvorhen vandrer det udodelige Sind? j| 
Det kan ei do, det kan ei vanke, i| Men eftcr- 
ladef sit (Unkelt blevne Stov. || Da, befriet 
fra Legem r’^iio u det eftersporcr |1 Skridt for 
Skridt hve]^|fl%nets himmelske Vej? || Eller 
fylder det j^trax Riimmets Higer, H Som en 
Ting af [liitter] Ojne dcr oversktie All? 

Evigt, grajndselbst, nforgjajngcligt, ij En iiseet 
Tanke, men [selv] seende Alt, || All, alt jiaa 
Jorden, eller i Ilimlene udfoldet, ]| Skal det 
betragte, skal det gjenkalde [i ErindringJ: || 
Hvert sVfTgerc Spor som Hiikommelsen gjeniiner 
Saa dnnkelt af henrundne Aar, jj 1 eet om- 
fattende [bogslav. bredlj Biik skuer Sja:len, ][ 
Og Alt det, som var, viser sig paa cn (jang. 

For end Skabelsen befolkede Jorden, || 
Skal dens Oje rulle tilbage gjennein Chaos; j| 
Og hvor den fja^rneste Himmel Ilk Fbdsel |1 Skal 
Aanden efterspure dons tllliUvemle Bane. || Og 
hvor det Tilkommeude bdelajgger eller skaber, 11 
Skal dens Blik udvide sig over alt det Frem- 
tidige, II Medens Sol bliver uilslukt eller Sy¬ 
stem nedbrndt, || Staaende fast [Aanden iieni- 
llgj i sin egen Evighed. 
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Above or Love, Hope, Hate, or Fear, 

It lives all passionless and pure; 

An age sliall fleet like earthly year; 

Its years as moments shall endure. 

Away, away, without a wing, 

O’er all, through all, its thought shall 

fly; 

A nameless and eternal thing, 
Forgetting what it was to die. 

Vision Of Belshazzar. 

The King was on his throne, 

The Satraps throng’d the hall; 

A thousand bright lamps shone 
O'er that high festival. 

A thousand cups of gold, 

In Judah deem’d divine — 

Jehovah’s vessels hold 

The godless Heathen's wine. 

In that same hour and hall. 

The fingers of a hand 

Came forth against the wall, 

And wrote as if on sand; 

The fingers of a man ; — 

A solitary hand 

Along the letters ran. 

And traced them like a wand. 

The monarch saw, and shook, 

And hade no more rejoice; 


All bloodless w’ax’d his look. 

And tremulous his voice. 

„Let the men of lore ap])ear, 

The wisest of the earth, 

And expound the words of fear, 
Which mar our royal mirth.” 

Chaldea's seers are good. 

But here they have no skill; 

And the unknown letters stood 
Untold and awful still, 

And Babel’s men of age 
Are wise and deep in lore; 

But now they were not sage. 

They saw — but knew no more, 

A captive in the land, 

A stranger and a youth. 

Me heard the king’s command, 

He saw that waiting’s truth, 

The lamps around were bright. 

The prophecy in view; 

He read it on that night, — 

The morrow proved it true: 

„Bclshazzar’s grave is made, 

His kingdom pass'd away. 

He, in the balance weigh’d. 

Is light and worthless clay, . 

The shroud, his robe of stale. 

His canopy the stone: 

The Mede is at his gate! 

The Persian on his throne!” 


Ilffivet over Kjfcrlighed, som Ilaab, Had eller 
Frygt, II Lever den ganske lidenskabslos og 
reen: || Hn Tidsaldcr skal henilydff som et 
jordisk Aar; || Dens [Aandens] Aar skulde 
vare som Ojeblikke. |1 Afsted, afsted, iiden 
Vinge, II Over Alt, gjennem Ait skal dens 
Tanke flyve; \\ En navnlos og iidodellg Ting, j| 
Som glemmer hvad dot var, at do. 

Belshazzars Syn. 

Kongen var paa sin Throne, H Satraperne 
gjorde Tr®ngsel i Haiien; || Tusinde skjaire 
hamper skinnede |1 Over hiin hdje Fest. il Et 
Tusinde Hajgcre af Gold, || i Jodah anseete 
for guddommelige — || Jehovahs Kar gjemmo i| 
Den iigudelige Hednings Viin. 

I den samme Time og Hal, [| Fingrene af 
cn Haand |1 Korn frem mod Muren, |1 Og skrev 
som [om dot var] i Sand: || Fingrene af en 
Maud;— || En enkelt Haand |1 Loh langs med 
Hogstaverne |j Og tegnede [ridsede] dem ligc- 
som [med] en Vaand. 

Monarchen saa , og rystede, || Og bod at 
holdc op med GU*desfestcn; || Gaiiskc blodldst 


blev bans Aasyn, 1| Og bavende bans Stomme i| 
,,Lad M®ndene af Kundskab vise sig, [[ De 
viseste paa Jordon , || Og foriolke de Radsels 
Ord, 11 Som fordarve vor kongelige Lystiglied.” 

Chaldeas Seere ere godc, |1 Men her have 
de Ingen Klogt; 1| Og de iikjeiidte Bogslaver 
stode II UIa?ste og radselsfulde endnu. || Og 
Babels Mand af Alder || Ere vise og dybe i 
Lardom; || Men nu vare de ei vise, ][ De saae — 
men viste ikke mere. 

En Fange i Landet; || En Frcmmed og en 
Yngling, H Han horte Kongens Befaling H Han 
saa hiin Skrifts Sandhed, j) Lamperne omkring 
vare lyse, || Spa-adommen var ret synlig; || 
Han laste den i hiin Nat — 1| Naste Morgen 
beviiste den at vare sand. 

,.Belshazzars Grav er gjort, || Hans Konge- 
ddmme er forbi, || Han, paa Vagtskaalen vejet, || 
Er lot og vardilost Leer, || Liiglagenet bans 
stadselige Kladcbon, jl Hans Tlironliunmol [Liig]- 
stenen: |1 Mederen er ved Porten! |1 Perseren 
paa bans Throne. 
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Sim Of The Sleepless. 

Sun of tlie sleepless! melancholy star! 
AVhosc tearful beam glows tremulously 

fa r, 

That show’st the darkness thou canst 

not dispel. 

How like art thow to joy remember’d 

well! 

So gleams the past, the light of other days 
Which shines, but warms not with its 

pow'ericss rays; 

A night-beam Sorrow watcheth to 

behold, 

Distinct, but distant — clear — but oh, 

how cold! 

Ilerod^s Lament For Mariamne^ 

Oh, Mariamne! now for thee 
The heart for which thou bledst is 

bleeding; 

Revenge is lost in agony, 

And wild remorse to rage succeeding. 
Oh, Mariamne! where art thou? 

Thou canst not hear my bitter pleading 
Ah! couldst thou — thou wouldst 

pardon now 

Though ITcavon were to my prayer 

unheeding. 

And is she dead? — and did they dare. 

Obey my frenzy’s jealous raving? 

My wrath but doom'd my own despair; 
The sword that smote hcr’s o’er me 

waving. — j 


But thou art cold, my murder’d love! 

And this dark heart is vainly craving 
For her who soars alone above, 

And leaves my soul unw'orlhy saving. 

She’s gone, who shared my diadem; 

She sunk, with her my joys entombing; 
I swept that flower from Judah’s stem, 
Whose leaves for me alone W'crc 

blooming; 

And mine’s the guilt, and mine the hell, 
This bosom’s desolation dooming; 
And I have earn’d those tortures well, 
Which unconsumed are still consuming! 

On The Day Of The Destruction 
Of Jerusalem By Titus- 

From the last hill that looks on thy 

once holy dome 

I beheld thee, oh Sion! when render’d 

to Rome: 

’T was thy last sun went down, and 

the flames of thy fall. 
Flash’d back on the last glance I gave 

to thy wail. 

I look’d for thy temple, I look’d for my 

home, 

And forgot for a moment my bondage 

to come; 

I beheld but the death-fire that fed 

on thy fane, 

And the fast fetter’d hands that made 

vengeance in vain. 


Dll, (le Sovjiliises Sol! liing'sindige SljaTne 1 |1 
Ilvis laarefulde Straale gloder bjevenrtc fjarni, jj 
Du som viser d«t Morke du ei Kan adsprede, || 
Hvor liuiligen ligner da Gla:de som godl erin< 
dres! || Saaledes glimtcr det Forbigangne, dc 
lorrigo Dages Lys, 1| Som skinner, men op- 
varmcr ikke med dets kraftldse Straaler; j| 
En iS'at-Slraale Sorgen vaager for at skue, || 
Distinct, men fj®rn — klar —- men ach hvor 
kold! 

Jlerodis Klagesang over Mariamne. 

0, Mariamne! nu for dig || Det Hjajrte for 
hvilket dll Llddte bidder; [| Ha:vn er labt i 
Sjeeleangst, 1| Og vild Samvitliglieds Nag af- 
lOser Vredens Raseri. jj 0, Mariamne! hvor er 
dll? II Dll kan ei hdre min bittre Skranke Tale 
[IndlsegV] Ij 0! hvis du kiinde— du vilde til- 
give nu, II Skjunt Himuieien var uagtsom paa 
min Bon. 

Og fir hun dtid? — og vovede de || At ad- 
lyde min Afsindigheds skinsyge Raseri? 1| Min 
Vrede besegleda kiin min pgen Forlvivlelse; i| 
Del Sva'rd som slog henilc svjcvcr over inig,— |] 


Mon du cst kold, min myrdode Elskte! H Og 
detle morke I!j»rte torster forgjieves H Efter 
hende som-svaiver alene der oppe, H Og efier- 
lader min Sj«l uvardig til Frelse [Redning]. 

llun cr borte, hun som deelte min Krone; || 
Him segnede, med sig bceravende mine Ul*- 
der; || Jeg bortsiiappede hiin Blomst af Judahs 
Slamme, || Hvis Blade kun blomstrede for 
niig; II Og min er Broden, mit er llelvedet, || 
Som besegler denne Barms Odelajggelse; jj 
Og jeg har vet fortjent dissc Qvaler, || Som 
uforgjjengelige bllve ved at fortsre. 

Den Dag Jerusalem blet odelagt af Titus. 

Fra den sidste Hoj som skuer paa din for- 
hen hellige Kuppcl || Skiied’ jeg dig, o Sion! 
da du blev overgiven til Rom: || Det var din 
sidste Sol som gik ned, og Flammcrne af dit 
Fald II Lyned’ lilbage paa det sidste BUk jeg 
kastede paa din Muur. 

Jeg saa efter dit Tempel, jeg saa efler mit 
Iljcm, II Og glemte et Ojeblik min-iilkommende 
Trajldora; 1| Jeg skuede kun den DOdning-Ild 
som msskede sIg paa dit Tempel, || Og de fast 
la*nkebuiidne Ilaiiidcr som gjorde Hajvn forgja:ves. 
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On many an eve, the high spot whence 

I gazed, 

Had reflected the last beam of day as 

it blazed; 

While I stood on the height, and beheld 

the decline 

Of the rays from the mountain that 

shone on thy shrine. 

And now on that mountain I stood on 

that day, 

But I mark’d not the twilight beam 

melting away; 

Oh ! would that the lightning had glared 

n c? 

in its stead, 

And the thunderbolt burst on the con¬ 
queror’s head! 

But the Gods of the Pagan shall never 

profa ne 

'riic shrine where Jehovah disdain’d 

not to reign; 

And scatter’d and scorn’d as thy people 

may be. 

Our worship, oh Father, is only for thee. 

By The Rivers Of Babylon We 
Sat Down And Wept. 

sate dowm and wept by the waters 
Of Babel, and thought of the day 
AVhen our foe, in the hue of his slaughters, 
Made Salem’s liigh places his prey; 
And ye, oh her desolate daughters! 
Were scatter’d all weeping away. 


Mangrcn cn Aftcn (let hoje Sted livorfra jeg 
stirretle || Havde tilbagekastet den sidste Dag- 
straalc som den Mussede; (| Medens jeg stod 
paa Hojen, og skuede Neddalingen || Af Straa- 
lerne fra Bjajrget; som skinnede paa din Ilcllig- 
dom. 

Og mi paa samine Bja?rg stod jeg paa hlin 
II Men jeg mierked’ ei Tusmiirkcts Straale 
smcltende bort; || 0, gid Lynilden havde glim- 
tet i steden for den;|| OgTordenkilen sprunget 
paa Erobrerens Iloved! 

Men Hednlngcns Guder skiilde aldrig van- 
hellige || Den Hclligdom hvor Jehovah ei for- 
smanede at regjere; !i Og adspredi og foragtet 
som dit Folk kan va;re, || Vor Gudsdyrkelsc, 
0 Fader, cr kun for dig. 

Ved Babylons Floder dpr sadde ti og grad. 

(Ps. 

Vl .sad ned og grad ved Vandene || Babels, og 
(jBnkte paa den Dag |j Da vor Fjende, i sine 
Manddrabs Farve, || Gjorde Salem.s hoje Steder 
til sit Bytte; || Ug I, hendes [Salcnis] forladte 
Ddltre || Bleve adspredt bortjagede alle gra;- 
dende. 


While sadly we gazed on the river 
Which roll’d on in freedom below 
They demanded the song; hut, oh never 
That triumph the stranger shall know ! 
May this right hand be wither’d for ever, 
Ere it string our high harp for the foe! 

On the w'illoAV that harp is suspended, 
Oh Salem! its sound should be free; 
And the hour when thy glories were 

ended 

But left me that toUen of thee; 

And ne’er shall its soft tones be blended 
With the voice of the spoiler by me! 

The Destruction Of Sennacherib. 

The Assyrian came dowui like the w'olf 

on the fold, 

And his cohorts wxre gleainingin purple 

and gold; 

And the sheen of their spears Avas like 

stars on the sea, 

W’hen the blue wave rolls nightly on 

deep Galilee. 

Like the leaves of the forest Avhcii 

Summer is green, 

That host with their banners at sunset 

were seen; 

Like the leaves of the forest wdicn Au¬ 
tumn hath bloAvn, 

'fhat host on the morroAV lay wither’d 

and strowm. 


Medens sbrgmodigt vi stirredo paa Flodon 1| 
Som frit rulleile from nedenfor, || Fordrede de 
Sangen; men, o, aldiig 1| Skal den Fremmede 
kjeiide den Triumph! || Maatte ilenne hyjre 
Haand visne for siedse, || For den bestra.“ngcr 
vor hoje Uarpe for Fjendcn! 

PaaPilen denHarpe erophaingt, || 0 Salem! 
dens Lyd skutde vasre fri; || Og den Time da 
din Haider var oinme || Efteriod mig kun delte 
Tegn af dig: || Og aldrig skal dens blode Tone 
bliVe blandel 11 Med Odelaiggerens [Plynderensj 
Rost ved mig. 

Sennac/ieribs Odelaggelse. 

A.s.syrercn kom som Ulven pan Fanreflokken, || 
Og Iians Cohorter straalede i Piirpur og Guld; || 
Og Glandsen af bans Spyd var liig Sljairner 
paa Soon H Naar den blaa Vove ruller natlig 
paa den dybe Galileer SO. 

Lilg Skovens Lbv da Sommeren er griin, || 
Hiin Hair med sine Fancr ved Solens Nedgang 
blev sect: II LiigSkovens Lov naar Hyslfvindenj 
liar bliest, || Den H®r naisie Morgen laa falmct 
og adspredt. 
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For the Angel of Death spread his wings 

on the blastj 

And breathed in the face of the foe as 

he pass’d; 

And the eyes of the sleepers wax’d 

deadly and chill, 

And their hearts hut once heard, and 

for ever grew still! 

And there lay the steed with his nostril 

all wide, 

Blit through it there roll’d not the breath 

of his pride; 

And the foam of his gasping lay white 

on the turf, 

And cold as the spray of the rock¬ 
beating surf. 

And there lay the rider distorted and 

pale, 

With the dew on his brow and the rust 

on his mail; 

And the tents were all silent, the ban¬ 
ners alone. 

The lances unlifted, the trumpet un¬ 
blown. 

And the widows of Asliur are loud in 

their w'ail. 

And the idols are broke in the temple 

of Baal; 


And the might of the Gentile , unsmote 

by the sword. 

Hath melted like snow in the glance of 

the Lord. 


A Spirit Pass’d Before Me, 
From Job. 


A spirit pass’d before me: I beheld 
The face of immortality unveil’d — 
Deep sleep came down on every eye 

save mine — 


And tliere it stood, — all formless — 

but divine: 

Along my bones the creeping flesh did 

quake; 

And as my damp hair stiffen’d, thus it 

spake: 


„Is man more just than God? Is man 

more pure 

Than he wlio deems even Seraphs in¬ 
secure? 

Creatures of clay — vain dwellers in 

the dust! 

The moth survives you, and are ye 

more just? 

Things of a day! you wither ere the 

night, 

Heedless and blind to Wisdom’s w^asted 

light!” 


Thi Diidens Engel udsiireiUe sin VInge paa 
Vinden, [| Og aandede i Fjendens Ansigt i det 
lian gik forbi; || Og Sovernes Ojne bleve dod- 
lignendc og kolde, ([ Og dcres IIji‘rtor op- 
sviilmede ktin een Gang, og bleve slille for 
sicdse! 

Og dcr laa Gangercn med Nieseborct gandske 
vidi, II Men gjennem det siriimmede ei dens 
StoUheds Aande: || Og Skunimol af dens Ddds- 
kamp laa Jividt paa Crbnsvjeret || Og koldt som 
SOfraaden al' den mod Klipper slanende Bra'ndiivg. 

Og der laa Rytteren forlrukkcn [forvreden’?] 
og bleg, II Med Duggen paa sin Pande og Rust 
paa sit Staalpantser; || Og TcUene vare al!e 
laiise, Panerne eensomme [d. e. forladle], |1 
Landserne ulbftcde, Trompeterne ubJffiste. 

Og Ashurs Enker ere lydelige i deres Klager, H 
Og Argudbilledcrne ere iluslagne i liaais Tcm- 


pel; II Og Hedningens Magt [skjOnt ban] el 
[blev] slagen af Svajrdet, || Er smcUet som 
Snee for Uerrens Blik. 

Job IV, V. 12—21. 

En Aand gik foraii niig: Jcg skuede || Cdode- 
lighedens Ansigi ntilsldret — l! Dyb Sdvn kom 
over nhvert Oje undtagen mit — jj Og der 
stod det — ganske formldst— Men guddomme- 
ligt — II Langs ad mine Been basyede dot 
krybende Kjbd; || Og som mit fugtige Uaar 
stivnede; saaledcs lalle det; 

Er Mennesket mere relterdigt end Gud? Er 
Mennesket mere reent || ,,End han som anseer 
selv Serapher for nsikre V j| Skabningor af Leer 
— forfsngelige Slbvboboerc! || Mdllet over¬ 

lever eder, og ere 1 mere retfjcrdige? Il 1! en 
Dags Ting! I falme inden Natten, || Uagt- 
paagivende og blinde for Viisdommens for- 
spildte Lys!” 


The prayer of Socrates^ 

by Pr. Wellesley of Oxford. 


Pray w^e or not, great God! do Thou 

supply 

All good; all harm, e’en to our pray’rs 

deny. 


Socratis lion. 

Ilvad enlen vi bedc eller ei, store Gud! giv 
Du os 11 Alt godl: al Ulykke negt Dn os, selv 
naar vl bedc derom. 
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I. 

Ode to Napoleon Buonaparte. ^3 

„Expendc Annibalem: — quot libras in dace summo 

Invenies!” Juvenal Sat. Jf. 5) 

„TIie Emperor Nepos was acknowledged by the Senate, by the Italians, and by the Provincials of Caul *, 
his moral virtues, and military talents, were loudly celebrated; and those who derived any private 
benefit from his governemeiU announced in prophetic strains tbe restoration of public felicity. . . 


. . By this shameful abdication, he protracted his life a few years, iu a very ambiguous stale, 

between on Emperor and on Exile, till.” — — Gibbon’s Decline and Fall. Vol. VI, p. 220. 


’T is (lone — but yesterday a King ! 

And arm'd wilb Kings to strive — 
And now thou ait a nameless thing: 

So abject — yet alive! 

Is this the man of thousand thrones, 
Whostrew’d oureartli with hostile bones, 
And can he thus survive?-^) 

Since he, miscall’d the Morning Star, 
Nor man nor fiend hath fallen so far. 

lll-ininded man! wliy scourge thy kind 
Who bow’d so low the knee? 

By gazing on thyself grown blind, 
Thou laugbt’st the rest to see. 

With might unquestion’d, — power to 

save, — 

Thine only gift hath been the grave, 

To those that worshipp’d thee; 

Nor till thy fall could mortals guess 
Ambition’s less than littleness! 


Thanks for that lesson — it will teach 
To after-warriors more, 

Than high Philosophy can preach, 

And vainly preach’d before. 

That spell upon the minds of men 
Breaks never to unite again, 

That led them to adore 
Those Pagod things of sabre sway, 
With fronts of brass, and feet of clay. 

The triumph, and the vanity, 

The rapture of the strife — 

The earthquake voice of Victory, 

To thee the breath of life ; 

The sword, the sceptre and that sway 
Which man seem’d made hut to obey. 
Wherewith renown was rife — 

All quell’d! — Dark Spirit! what 

must he 

The madness of thy memory! 


]. 

En Ode til Xapoleon Buonaparte. 

Vei Hannibal — livor mange Punil i tlen 
ypperste blaniU Hicrforero |1 Finder du vel? 

Juvenal. Sat. X. 

Reiser Nepos var ancrkjenilt af Senatef, af 
iialiencrne, og af de Galliske Provlncialer: 
bans moralske Charatteer og militairc Talentcr 
lieronimedes overall: og dc som opnaaede nogen- 
sombclst privat Fordel af bans Regjering, for- 
kyndte i prophuiiske Toner den olTcnllige Vel- 
stands CjenoprciiRise. 


Ved denne skammelige Aftakkolse fristede ban 
Livet i nogle faa Aar i en ineget tvivlsom Til- 
stand melleni en Reiser og en Landilygtig ind- 
in — Gibbons Decl. and Fall Vol. VI. 


Del ev forbi — endnu igaar en Ronge! 1| Og 
bevffibnct for at kjajmpe med Konger — |] Og 
nu est du pn navnlos Ting ![ Saa foragtel — 
dog ilive! || Er dette Manden af de Tiisinde 
Tbroner 1| Som bestrberie vor Jordmed fjendt- 
llge Been || Og kan ban saaledes ovcrlevc [sig 
sclv]? II Siden ban som urigllgen kaldtes 
Morgensljsrne [d. e. Lucifer] || Er kverken Men- 
ne.ske cller Djajvel falden saa dybt [bogst. langt]. 


lldesinde Mand! hvorfor hudfletle din Slajgt, || 
Som bojede Knajet saa dybt? || Vc^ at stirre 
paa dig sclv bleven blijid, || Liertc du de iiv- 
rige at sec. || Med Magt utvivlsom — Kraft 111 
at frelse, || Har din eneste Gave knn vierct 

Graven, || For dem som tilbad dig: || Og Pi 
indlil dit Fald knnde de Dbdelige ahne || Air- 
gjajrrighedens mindre endLidenhed! [d. e. store 
Usselbed, dybe Foragteligbed]. 

Tak for den Lectie — den vil lajre || Til- 
kommende Krigere mere, || End hui Philo.sophi 
kan prajdike 1| Og mere end den forgjtcve.s 
praidikede fi)r. || Hiint Tryllcri [Talisman] paa 
Menneskenes Gemytter || Slaaes iln for aldrlg 
igjen at blive sammenfbiet, || Som ledte dem 
til at tilbede || nine Svasrds-Magtens Pagodc- 
Bilieder || Med Messing Pander oglecrfoddcr. 

Trluniphen, og Forfasngeligbcden, || llen- 

rykkelsen over Kampen, |1 Sejerens Jordskjalvs- 
Host, 11 Som for dig var Livs Aandedrasl; !| 
Svairdet, Scepleret, og den Magt [| Som Men- 
nesketsyntes skabt kun til at adlyde, || Hvoroni 
Rygtet pestagligen udbredte sig— || All.sammen 
knu.st! — Miirke Aand! hvor stort maa vaire || 
Din Hukommelses Vanvid! 


2 
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The Desolator desolate! 

The Victor overthrown! 

The Arbiter of others’ fate 
A Sup|)liant for his own! 

Is it some yet imperial hope, 
Thatwithsuch chan<?e can calmly cope? 

Or dread of death alone? 

To die a prince — or live a slave — 
Thy choice is most ignobly brave! 

He who of old would rend the oak, 
Drcam’d not of the rebound ; 

Chain’d by the trunk he vainly broke — 
Alone — how look^'d he round? 
Thou, in the sternness of thy strength; 
All ecjual deed hast done at length. 

And darker fate hast found; 

He fell, the forest prowlers’ prey; 

But thou must eat thy heart away! 

The Roman, ’') when his burning heart 
\Vas slaked with blood of Rome, 
Threw down the dagger — dared depart, 
In savage grandeur, home — 

Me dared depart in utter scorn 
Of men that such a yoke had home, 
Yet left him such a doom! 

Mis only glory was that hour 
Of self-upheld abandon^ power. 


The Spaniard, when the lust of sway 
Had lost its quickening spell, 8) 

Cast crowns for rosaries away. 

An empire for a cell: 

A strict accountant of his heads, 

A subtle disputant on creeds, 

His dotage trifled wcll;*^) 

Yet better had he neither known 
A bigot’s shrine, nor despot's throne. 

But thou — from thy reluctant hand 
The thunderbolt is wrung — 

Too late thou leav’st the high command 
To which thy weakness clung; 

All Evil Spirit as thou art, 

It is enough to grieve the heart 
To see thine own unstrung: 

To think that God’s fair world hath been 
The footstool of a thing so mean; 

And Earth hath spilt her blood for him 
Who thus can hoard his own! 

And Monarchs bow’d the tremblinglimb, 
And thank’d him for a throne! 
h'air Freedom! we may hold thee dear, 
When thus thy mightiest foes their fear 
In humblest guise have shown. 

Oh ! ne’er may tyrant leave behind 
A brighter name to lure mankind! 


Odelajggercn odelagt! |j SejcrJjorren over- 
viinden! || Voldgiftsinanden. over andres Skja5b- 
ne II En Supplicant for sin egen! \\ Er dot et 
nller andet EfLcrlids Keiserhaab, || Som rolig 
kan miidt* [d. e. flnde sig ij en saadan For- 
andring? 1| Eller blot DOdsfrygl? || At do en 
Fyrsle— eller leve en Slave — |1 Uit Valg er 
paa den niedlestc Maade lappcrt! 

Han som i gamle Cage vilde sbndcrrive Eegen, 
Milo] II Dronitc ei om dens Tilbagesprtng; 
Elasilcitet] || Fastbuiiden til Trajstamnren han 
orgjjBves fsogte at] bryde — || Alene — 0, 
hvor han saa sig omkring? || Du I din Slyrkes 
Barskhod, || Har tilsidst udfort en lignende 
Daad, || Og fiindet en mbrkere Skjaibne. || 

Han faldt et Rov for Skovens Byltesbger; 
[vilde Dyr] || Men du maa bortajde dit eget 
Hjaerte. 

Rommeren, [Sylla] da bans br»ndende 
Hjajrle || Havde shikket Torsten med Roms 
Blod, II Kastede Dolken Port —vovede at tage 
afstod. II I vLId Storhed, lijem— ]| Hanvovede 
at tage afsted i ydevlig Foragt || For jMiend 
der havde baarct et saadant Aag. || Og dog 
eftcrlod ham en saadan Fordommelse || Hans 
eneste Haider var den Time |1 Af selv-opholdt 
opgiven Magt. 


Spanieren, [Carl V.] da Nydelsen af Magt || 
Havde tabt sit opiivende Trylleri, || Kastede 
Kroner bort for Rosenkrandsc, 1| Et Keiser- 

dbmme for en Mnnkccelie; \\ En strsng Op- 
tajller af sine Bede-perler, 1| En spIdsJIndig 
Disputalor over Troes-Artikler || Bortfjasede *) 
han godt sin Gammelmands Barndum; || Dug 
var det bedre hvis han hverken havde kjendt|| 
En Bigots UelUgdom, eller en Despots Throne. 

Men du — tiu da udaf din gjenstridige Haand || 
Tordenkilen er vristet — || For slide opglver 
du den hdje Commando || Hvoriil din Svaghed 
klyngede sig; || En ganske ond Aand som du 
er II Er det nok til at saare Hj»rtet \\ At st?e 
dit [Hjffirle] afslva'nget; [d. e. borovet sin 
Kraft]. II At tajnke at Cuds favre Verden har 
vajret || En Fodskaramel for en saa nedrigTIng; 


Og Jorden har udgydt sit Blod for ham || 
Som saaledes puger med sit eget! ll Og Mo¬ 
narcher bbjede det skj«lvende Kn®, [bogst. 
LemJ II Og lakkede ham for en Throne! || 
Favre Frihedl du bur va;re os kjsr || Da 
saaledes dine msellgste Fjender deres Frygt ll 
I den ydinygste Skikkelse have viisl. l| 0! 
maatte aldrig en Tyran efterlade 1| Et lysere 
Navn for at lokko Menneskeslajgten! 


•^) Bortfjasede, trifled. To trifle er, at beskjiEfllge sig med, odeTiden i, UbetydelighedeT. 
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Thine evil dcecls are writ in <rorc, 

Nor written llins in yfiin — 

Thy triumphs tell of fame no more, 

Or deepen every stain: 

Tf thou hadst died as honour dies 
Some new Napoleon might arise, 

To shame the world again — 

But who would soar the solar height. 
To set in such a starless night? i*) 

WeiglPd in .the balance, hero dust 
Is vile as vulgar clay; 

Thy scales, Mortality! arc just 
To all that pass away; 

But yet methought the living great 
Some higher sparks should animate, 

To dazzle and dismay; 

Nor deem’d Contempt could thus make 

mirth 

Of these, the Conquerors of the earth. 

And she, proud Austria’s mournful 

flower, 

Thy still imperial bride; 

How bears her breast the tortiiringhoiir? 

Still clings she to thy side? 

Must she loo bend, must she too share 
Tliy late repentance, long despair. 

Thou llnoncless Homicide? 

If still slie loves thee, hoard that gem; 
’T is worth thy vanish’d diadem! 

Dine onde Bedrifter ere skrevne i Blod, || 
Ojr ei forfrjajves saa skrevne — || Dine Trium¬ 
pher fortajlle om By ei mere, || Eller svajrte 
[pjor dybere] hver Skamplet mere: 1| Ilvis dii 
var dbu' soin jtJren duorjl Kunde cn eller andeii 
ny Napoleon knnskee opstaa || For at beskjajinme 
Verdon ig:jen— |]*IVlfin Iivo viide opsvawe [selv] 
til Solens lIGide, || For at nedgaa i en saa 
stjffrnelos Nat? 

Vejet paa Y«gtskaalcn, Helte-Stov H Er af 
llge saa ringe Yasrd som Ptibel-Leer; || Dine 
Vffigtskaaler, 0 DOdelighcd! ere rigtige ]| For 
alle som fare lieden: || Men dog havde jeg 
troet at do levcnde Store [j Skiilde besjaUes 
af nogen hojere Gnister, I) For at [kunde] 
blsende og nedslaa: || Og jeg troede Ikke at 
Foragt saaledes kunde gjore sig lystig || Over 
disse Jordons Erobrere. 

Og bun, del slolle Osterrlgs soigelige Blomst, i| 
Din endnu keiserlige Brud; || Hvorledcs bajrcr 
hendes Bryst den qvalfulde Time? || Klynger 
bun sig endnu til din Side? [1 jviaa him og 
bfijes, mna hun og dele || Din sildige Anger, 
lange Forlvivlelse, |[ Dn thronISse Manddraber ? i| 
Hvis Jiun endnu elsker dig, gjem paadeUiEdoI- 
steen; || Den er [nok saameget] va;rd som det 
I'orsvundne Diadem! 


Then haste thee to thy sullen Isle, 

And gaze upon the sea; 

That element may meet thy smile — 

It ne’er was ruled by thee! 

Or trace with thine all idle hand, 

In loitering mood upon the sand, 

That Earth is now as free! 

Thai Corinth’s pedagogue hath now 
Transferr’d his by-word to thy brow. 

'riiou Timour! in his captive’s cage^"*) 
What thoughts will there he thine 
While brooding in lljy prison’d rage? 

But one — «Thc world was mine!’’ 
Unless like he of Babylon, 

All sense is with lliy sceptre gone, 

Life will not long confine 
That spirit pour’d so widely forth — 

So long obey’d — so little worth! 

Or, like the thief of fire from heaven, ^5) 
Wilt thou withstand the shock 
And share with him, the unforgiven, 

His vulture and his rock! 

Foredoom’d by God — by man ac¬ 
curst 

And that last act, though not thy worst, 
The very Fiend’s arcli mock; 
lie in his fall preserved his pride, 

And, if a mortal, had as proudly died! 

Da skynd dig lil din mutte 0, [Elba] t| (»g 
stir ud paa Ilavet; || Det Element tur made 
dit Sinlll, •— II Det blev aldrig rcgjeret af 
dig! II Eller krads nied din gansko tibeskjsf- 
tigede Haand,l|l drkeslost Lunc pjta Sandet, Ij 
At Jordon er nu ligesaa fri! |1 At Corinths 
Skolemcstcr bar nu, || Overfiirt sit Mumibeld 
[el. Ogenavn?] paa din Pande. 

Du Timour! i bans Fanges Buur 1| Hvilke Tan¬ 
ker vil der vasre dine, || Medens du nigcr i 
dit fjcngslede Kaseri? || Kun een — ,,Verdcn 
var miti!” jj Med mindre, ligesom hos bam af 
Babylon, [| At Forstand er gaaet mod Scepte- 
rel, 11 Vii Llvet ei lange indoslnlle || lUIn 
Aand som blev udgydt saa vidt og bredt — || 
Som saa lange blev adlydt — som var saa 
lidet vard! 

Eller, ligesom ban der sljal Ilden fra Tlim- 
melen, |i Vil du modslaa Slaget? 1| Og dele 
nicd ham , den Utilgivne || Hans Grib og bans 
Klippo! II Forddmt af Gud — af Mennesker 
forbandet, || Og hiin sidstc Handling, skjont 
ei din sletteste, H Selve Djavelens Erke- 
Spot;*) II Han i sit Fald bevarede sin StoU- 
hed, II Og havde ban varet dodelig viide ban 
have duel ligesaa stult! 


*) I Londoner Udgaven af IK52 finde vi denne 
Note: Vi troe der er slet ingen Tvivl om Sand- 
lioden af den her antydede Anckdote —at Na¬ 


poleon fandt Fritimer til at indlade sig i on 
uva-rdig Kjffirligbeds Intrigue, den selv samme 
Aften som ban kom til Fontainebleau. 
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There was a day — there was an hour,i®} 
While earth was Gaul’s — Gaul thine — 
When that immeasurable power 
Unsated to resiffii 
Had been an act of purer fame, 

Than gathers round Marengo’s name, 
And gilded Ihy decline 
Through the long twilight of all time. 
Despite some passing clouds of crime. 

But thou forsooth must be a king, 

And don the purple vest, — 

As if that foolish robe could wring 
Remembrance from thy breast. 
Where is that faded garment? where 


The gewgaws thou wert fond to wear 
The star — the string — the crest? 
Vain froward child of empire! say, 

Are all thy playthings snatch’d away? 

Where may the wearied eye repose, 
When gazing on the Great 
Where neither guilty glory glows 
Nor despicable state? 

Yes — one — the first — the last — 

the best — 

The Cincinnatus of the West 
Whom envy dared not hate, 
Bequeath the name of Washington 
To make man blusli there was but One! 


Der var en Da? — der var cn Time, 1 
Da Jordan var Galliens — Gallien din — | 
Da hiin iimaalelise Magt H Umajttet at opgive | 
Vilde have varet en Handling af ajdlere (egentl. 
renere) Ry, H End der samlcr sig om Maren- 
gos Navn, |[ Og vilde have forgyldt ditEald, || 
Gjenneni hele Tidens lange Tiismdrke, || Til 

Trods for nogle forbigaaende Forbrydelses Skyer. 

Men du , til Vissc, maa vare en Konge || 
Og tage Purpur Klfedet paa, — || Som om hiin 
naragtige Kaabe kunde vride || Erindringen tidaf 
dit Hryst. {| Hvor cr hiint falmcde Klmdebon? 


hvor II Det Flitterstads du holdt af at bjere, || 
Sijairnen. — Kja?den, — Iljelmbusken ? ]) Fnr- 
faingelige, gjenstrldige Keiser-Noer! sUg, || Er 
alt dit Legetbl bortsnappet? 

Hvor kan det tr»lte OJe hvile sig, || JTaar 
det stirrer paa de Store ;11 Hvor hverken brode- 
fuld Hieder gUinrer, [1 Eller foragtelig Prunk?|| 
Jo — een — don furste — den sidste — den 
bedste — |i Veslens Cincinnatus, |[ Hvem 

Misundelscn oi lorde hade,— (| Han testamen- 
tere Navnet Washington |[ For at bringe Men- 
nesket til at rodme over at der Run var Een! 


Deaf vore Lffisere som kjende den Italienske 
Digtcr Afanzoni ville vist ^/Inde det Uinagen 
vsrJ at sammenligne hans „Cinque Alaggio" 
med deniie Ode. Do ville Unde, at hvorvel 
Aanden i begge er meget forskjallig; er der 
dog en stor Liglied i Tanker og i lyrisk Be- 
geistring: men de bor og crindre at den store 
Engelske Digter skrev den Kide April /B14 paa 
en Tid (la han, som senere vil vise sig, ahnede 
at Buonaparte vilde bryde los fra Elba og cn 
Gang endnu optrsde paa den Europajiske Skiie- 
plads. Manzuni dcrimod skrev, som Tilclen 
„Ciuque Alaggio" lilkjendegivcr, forst efterat 
have modtaget Efterretningen om Buonapartes 
Dod. 

For dog fuldkommcn at sstte sig ind i By¬ 
ron's Aand i dclte Digt, er det for den taenk- 
somme Laser vlgtlgt at eftersee de Vink an- 
gaaende samme, som Andes i den sdic Lords 
Dagbog. Her vil man ofte trade, ligesom i 
raa Materie, de Tanker, som i Oden fremtradc 
fiildendte i Form og Udtryk. 


Vi optage folgcndo Noter efter Murray’s 
Copyright Edition af 1852. 

1) [Lord Byron, when publLshing ,,The Cor¬ 
sair, in January 1814, announced an apparently 
quite serious resolution to withdraw, for some 
years at least, from poetry. Ills letters of the 
February and March following abound in repe¬ 
tition of the same determination. On the morn¬ 
ing of the ninth of April, he writes, — ,,Xo 
more rhyme for — or rather from — me. I 
have taken my leave of that stage, and hence¬ 


forth will mountebank it no longer.” In the 
evening, a Gazette Extraordinary announced the 
abdication of Fontainebleau, and the Poet vio¬ 
lated his vows next morning, by composing 
this Ode, which he immediately published, 
though without his name. His Diary says 
,,ApriI 10. Today I have boxed one hour— writ¬ 
ten an ode to Napoleon Buonaparte — copied 
il — eaten six biscuits — drunk four bottles 
of soda water, and away the rest of 

my time.”] 

D [,,Produce the urn that Hannibal contains. 
And weigh the mighty dust which yet remains: 
And Is This All!’ 

1 know not that this was ever done in the 
old world; at least, with regard to Hannibal: 
but, in the statistical account of Scotland, 1 
find that Sir John Paterson had the curiosity 
to collect, and weigh, ihc ashes of a person 
discovered a few y{!ars since in the parish of 
Eccics; which he w'as happily enabled to do 
with great facility, as tlie inside of the coffln 
was smooth, and the w’hole body visible. 
,,Wonderful to relate, lie found the whole did 
not exceed In weight one ounce and a half! 
And is this all! Alas! the ,,(iuot libras” itself 
is a satirical exaggeration.” — Gifford.] 

3) [,,I send you on additional motto from 
Gibbon, which you will And singularly appro¬ 
priate.” — Lord Byron to Mr. Murry, April 12. 
1814.] 

4) [,,I don’I know' — but I think I, even I, 
(an insect compared will) this creature), have 
set my life on casts not a millionth part of 
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tills man’s. But, after all, a crown may not 
be worth dying for. Yet, to outlive Lodi tor 
this!!! Oh that .Tuvenal or Johnson could rise 
from the dead! ’Expende — quot libras in dnte 
suDimo invenies? 1 knew they were light in 
the balance of mortality; but I thought their 
living dust weighed more carats, Alas! this 
imperial diamond hath a flaw in it, and is 
now hardly fit to stick in a glazier’.s pencil;— 
the pen of the historian w'on’t rate it worth 
a ducat. Psha! ,something loo much of this.’ 

Bill I W'on’t give him up even now; though 
all his admirers have, like the Thanes, fallen 
from him;” — Byron Diary, April 9.] 

5) ,,Ceriamini3 gaudia” — the expression of 
Attila in his harangue to his array, previous 
to the battle of CJialons given in Cassiodorus. 

6) [,,0ut of town six days. On my return, 
find my poor little pagod, Napoleon, pushed 
off his pedestal. It ts his own fault. Like Milo, 
he would rend the oak; but it closed again, 
wedged his hands, and now the beasts — lion 

— bear, down to the dirtiest jackall — may 
all tear him. That Muscovite winter wedged 
his arms; — ever since, he has foiiglit with 
his feet and teeth. The last may still leave 
their marks; and I guess now (as the yankces 
say), that he will yet play them a pass.” — 
Byron Diary April 8.] 

7) Sylla. — [We ftnd the germ of this stanza 
in the Diary of the evening before it was 
written: — ,,Melhinks Sylla did better; for 
lie, revenged, anil resigned in the height of his 
sway, red with the slaughter of his foes — 
the finest instance of glorious contempt of the 
rascals upon record. Dioclesian did well too 

— Amnrath not amiss, had he become aught 
except a dervise — Charles theFiftJi but so so; 
but Napoleon worst of all. — Byron Diary, 
April 9.J 

8) [,,Alter potent spell’ to ‘quickening 
spelt: the first (as Polonius says) is a vile 
phrase, and means nothing, besides being com¬ 
monplace and Rosa-Matildaisli. After the re¬ 
solution of not publishing, though our Ude is 
a thing of little lengtli and les.s consequence, 
it will be better altogether that it is ano¬ 
nymous.” — Lord Byron to Mr. Murray, 
April 11.] 

[Charles the Fifth, Emperor of Germany, 
and King of Spain, resigned, in 1555, his im¬ 
perial crown to his brother Ferdinand, and 
the kingdom of Spain to his son Philip, and 
retiied to a monastery in Estremadura, where 
he conformed, in his manner of living, to all 
the rigour of monastic austerity. Not satisfied 
with this, he dressed himself in his shroud, 
M'as laid in his coffin with much solemnity, 
joined in tl^e prayers wliich were offered up 
for the rest of his soul, and mingled his tears 
with those which his attendants shed, as if 
they had been celebrating a real funeral.] 

^0) ,,l looked into Lord Kaimes’s ‘Sketches 
of the History of Man, and mentioned to Dr. 
Johnson his censure of Charles the Fifth for 
celebrating his funeral obsequies iti his life- 
time, which, 1 told him, 1 had been used to 
think a solemn and affecting act. Johnson: 
‘Why, Sir, a man may dispose his mind to 
think so of that act of Charles; but it is so 
liable to ridicule, that if one man out of ten 


thousand laughs at it, he ’ll make the other 
nine thousand nine hundred and ninety-nine 
laugh too”. —• Boswell’s Johnson.] 

u) [,,But who would rise in brightest day 
To set without one parting ray?”—MS.] 

12) [It is well known that Count Neipperg, 
a gentleman in the suite of the Emperor of 
Austria, who was first presented to Maria Louisa 
within a few days after Napoleon’s abdication, 
became, in the sequel, her chamberlain, and 
then her husband. He is said to have been a 
man of remarkably plain appearence. The 
Count died in 1851.] 

13) [Dionysius the Younger, esteemed a 
greater tyrant than his father, on being for the 
second time banished from Syracuse, retired 
to Corinth, where he was obliged to turn 
schoolmaster for a subsistence.] 

14) The cage of Bajazet, by order of Ta- 
merlone. 

15) Prometheus. 

16) [In first draught — 

,,He suffered for kind acts to men, 

Who have not seen his like again, 

At least of kingly stock; 

Since he was good, and thou but great 

Thou canst not quarrel with thy fate.”] 

17) ,,The very fiend’s arch mock — 

To lip a wanton, and suppose her chaste.” 

Sfiukspeare. 

[We believe there is no doubt of the truth 
of the anecdote here alluded to — of Napole¬ 
on’s having found leisure for an unworthy 
amour, the very evening of his arrival at Fon¬ 
tainebleau.] 

18) [The three last stanzas, which Lord Byron 
had been solicied by Mr. Murray to write, in 
order to avoid the stamp duty then imposed 
upon publications not exceeding a sheet, were 
not published with the rest of the poem. ,,1 
don’t like them at ail”, says Lord Byron, ,,and 
they had better be left out. The fact is I 
can’t do any thing I am asked to do, how'ever 
gladly I would; and at the end of a week my 
interest in a composition goes off.”] 

19) [In one of Lord Byron’s M. S. Diaries, 
begun at Ravenna in May, 1821, wo find the 
following: — ,,What shall I write? — another 
Journal? I think not. Any thing that comes 
uppermost, and call it 

,,My Dictionary. 

Augustus. — I have often been puzzled with 
his character. Was he a great man ? Assuredly. 
But not one of my Great Men. 1 have always 
looked upon Sylla as the greatest character 
in history, for laying do\vn his power at the 
moment when it was — 

Too great to keep or to resign; 
and thus despising them all. As to the reten¬ 
tion of his power by Augustus, the thing was 
already settled. If he had given it up — the 
coramonw'ealth was gone — the republic was 
long past all resuscitation. Had Brutus and 
Cassius gained the battle of Philippi, It would 
not have restored the republic. Us days 
ended with the Gracchi ; the rest was a 
mere struggle of parties. You might as well 
cure a consumption, or re.store a broken egg, 
as revive a slate so long a prey to every 
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The Isles of Greece. 

Wc think it proper lo give ibis celebrated Ode — however great a masterpiece in itself — with its 
satirical framework. Thus we conceive justice is most fully done to the great genius of the illustri¬ 
ous Poet. It is quite certain that Byron’s object was to be the Ariosto of his country, lo be an 
English Ariosto , and he fully attained it. The „Isles of Greece” preceded by the humorous description 
of the Greek Poet, & followed by the noble Lord’s reflections on poetical fame and his thrusts at contem¬ 
porary bards, strongly exhibit him in this light. Here is the Italian poet’s easy flight through every 
region of thought-, here are his bold passages between sentiments & feelings of the most opposite de¬ 
scription^ but Byron’s satire is more pungent, his passion more condensed, his boldness more startling. 
Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey, admired Petrarch and was his imilaior. Milton had thoroughly studied 
Dante, but was not his imitator; Byron had studied Ariosto, & his predecessors in the same description 
of verse, and he certainly was, of the three English poets here named, furthest from being an imitator.^ 
yet he was most successful in accomplishing that which became the object of his ambition after the year 
1817 viz. lo introduce into, and make indigenous in England the Arloslic stanza, not only in form but 
also in substance. 


The Greek PoeU 

(Don Juan Canto HI.) 


LXXVIIf. 

And now they were diverted by their 

suite. 

Dwarfs, dancing girls, black eunuchs, 

and a poet, 


Which made their new establishment 

complete; 

The last was of great fame, and liked 

to show it: 

His verses rarely wanted theirduefeet— 
And for his theme — he seldom sung 

below it, 

He being paid to satirise or flatter, 

As the psalm says, „inditing a good 

matter."* 


Og nu Tinileiholdtcs de af deres Fdige, |{ 
Dvterge, Dandse-piger, sorte Eunuclier, og en 
Digter, || Hvorved dercs nye Hnsholdning gjor- 
des fiildstaindig; 1| Den sidstna?vnte var i cl 
slort Hy og holdt af at vise det: \\ Hans Vers 


sjajlden manglede deres tilborlige Fodder— || 
Og livad bans Siijet angaaer -- saa faldt bans 
Sang sjajlden neden for det, j] Da ban var bctalfc 
for at satyrisere eller smigre, H Som det bedder 
i Fsaliiien ,,atudgyde en godXale” [Ps.45V.l]. 


uppermost soldier, as Home had long been. 
As for a despotism, if Augustus could have 
been sure that all his successors Mould have 
been like himself — (i mean not as Octavius, 
but Augustus) or Napoleon could have insured 
the world that no7ie of his successors would 
have been like himself — the ancient or mo¬ 
dern world might have gone on , like the em¬ 
pire of China, in a stale of lethargic prosperity. 
Suppose, for instance, that, instead of Tiberius 
and Caligula, Augustus liad been immediately 
succeeded by Nerva, Trajan, the Antonines, or 
even hy Titus and his fatlier — what a diffe¬ 
rence in our estimate of himself! — So far 
from gaining hy the contrast, I think that one 
hdlf of our dislike arises from his having been 
heired by Tiberius — and one half of Julius 
Cajsar’s fame, from his having had his empire 
consolidated by Augustus.— Suppose that there 
had been /lo Octavius, and Tiberius had ‘jumped 
the life ‘between, and at once succeeded Julius ? 
— And yet it is difilcuit to say whether here¬ 
ditary right or popular choice produce the 


worscr sovereigns. The Roman Consuls make 
a goodly show; hut then they only reigned for 
a year, and were under a sort of personal 
obligation to distinguish themselves. It is 
still more difilcuit to say which form of guver- 
ment is the worst — all are so bad. As for 
democracy, tt is the worst of the whole; for 
what is, in fact, democrary? — an aristocrary 
of blackguards.”] 

20) [Oil being reminded by a friend of his 
recent promise not to write any more for 
years — ,,There ■was”, replied Lord Byron, 
,,a mental reservation in my pact with the 
public, in behalf of anonymes; and, even Jiad 
there not, the provocation w'as sticii as to make 
it physically impossible to pass over this epoch 
of triiimpHant tameness. ’T is a sad business; 
and after all, 1 shall think higher of rhyme 
and reason, and very humbly of your heroic 
people, till — Elba becomes a volcano, and 
sends Aim out again. I can’t think it is all 
over yet,”] 
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LXXIX. 

He praised the present, and abused the 

past, 

Reversing the good custom of old days, 
An Eastern anti-jacobin at last 

He turn’d, preferring pudding to no 

praise — 

For some few years his lot had been 

o’ercast 

By liisscemingindepcndentin hislays, 
But now he sung the Sultan and the 

Pacha 

With truth like Southey, and with verse 

like Crashaw. 

LXXX. 

He was a man who had seen many 

changes, 

And always changed as true as any 

needle; 

His polar star being one which rather 

ranges, 

And not the fix’d — he knew the way 

to wheedle; 


So vile he ’scaped the doom which oft 

avenges; 

And being fluent (save indeed when 

fee’d illj, 

Hclied with such a fervourofintentioii — 
There was no doubt he earn’d his 

laureate pension. 


LXXXI. 

But he had genius, — when a turncoat 

has it, 

The „Vates irritabilis” takes care 
That without notice few full moons shall 

pass it; 

Even good men like to make the pu¬ 
blic stare: — 

But to my subject — let me sec — w hat 

was it? — 

Oh! — .the third canto — and the 

pretty pair — 

Their loves, and feasts, and house, and 

dress, and mode. 

Of living in their insular abode. 




Han roste detNeervterende, og udskjieldte det 
Forhigangne 1| Saaledes handlcnde tveert iraod 
do gamle Cages godc Vane, 1| En orientalsk 
Antijacobin tilsidst !| Ulev lian, foretrakkende 
Budding for slef ingen Rocs — || For nogle 
Aar Itavde lians Lod vasret skyfuldt 1| Fordi 
ban syntes nafhffingig (fri) i sine Sange || 
Men nu sang ban Suitanen eller Pashaen j] 
Med Sandhed lig Southeys og i Vers lignende 
Crashaw’s. *) 

Han var en Maud som havde sect mange 
[Lyltkens] Omskiftelser 1| Og [selv] altid om- 
skiflet saa trofast som nogen Magnet - Naal; || 
Da bans Polar-Stjeerne var en saadan som er 
lidt vankende, H Og ikke en Fixsljsrne — 
Han kjendte Smigre - Vejen; H Saa nedrig at 


ban undgik den Straffedora som ofte hievner; j| 
Og da han var flydende [skrevflydende Vers] — 
undtagen i Sandhed naar han blev slet be- 
talt — II Saa IQj han med en saadan brten- 
dende Inderllghed 1| At der ingen Tvivl er om 
at han fortjente sin Ilofdigters Pension. 

Men han havde Geni — og naar dette er 
Tilficldet med en Vendekaabe || saa sorger 
Vfites irritabilis for || At faae fulde Maaner 
skulle gaae over bans Hovedtiden at han bliver 
lagt Mccrke til; || Eiidog godc Majiid holde al’ 
at bringe Publicum til at sLirre: — || Men nu 
til mit ;Emne — lad mig see — hvari var det ? || 
Oh! — Trodje Canto —- og det smukkePar—|| 
Ceres Elskov, deres Fester, deres Hiius, og 
Klffider, og Maaden |1 At leve i deres O-Colig. 


•t 


*) Craslmw, Cigteren Cowley’s Yen, 
blcv meget beiindret af Pope, som endog siges 
at have laant Tanker og Vers fra ham. Muligt 
er det, at den Omsiteiidighed, at Crashaw gik 
over til Roman-calholicismcn anbefalede ham 
til Pope, som selv var cn Caiholik. ,,Verse 
like Crashow” er at opfattc som en Modvajgt 
af Anbefaling, mod Misanhefalingcn: ,,truth 
tike Soitthey". Dog er det na*ppe uden en 
dybere Mening, at den imaginaire Craske 
Digter sarameniignes med to Vendekaaher; een 
polilisk, og een rcligieus, og saaledes indfores 
som en Forfaiter til den meest ophojede lyriske 


Digtning som Verden har sect siden Grojkerncs 
classiske Tid. Vllde Byron maaskee hewed 
hetegne det rigtige ‘ Forhold mellem det nio- 
ralske og det Inteliectuelle Element i den Grjeske 
Characteer, som han kjendte snirdeles godl? 

I Navnet Crnsliaw ligger desuden noget 
spogefulrit Skjffilineri, som tages med paa Vejen. 
Det klinger nemtig niesten som ,, crack-jaw. 
Crack-jaw verse»‘’ (Kjavehi-iecker Vers) ere 
haardeknudrede Vers. Et Udtryk som an- 
vendt paa Vers der ere lige saa fiildendte i 
Form, som ophojede i Indhold, gjiir et pud- 
seerligt Indtryk. 
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LXXXn. 

Their poet, a sad trimmer, but no less 
In company a very pleasant fellow, 
Had been, the favourite of full many a 

mess 

Of men, and made them speeches 

when half mellow; 

And though his meaning they could 

rarely guess 

Yet still they deign’d to hiccup or to 

bellow 

The glorious meed of popular applause, 
Of which the first ne^er knows the 

second cause. 

LXXXIII. 

But now being lifted into high society, 
And having pick’d up several odds 

and ends 

Of free thoughts in his travels for variety, 
He deem’d being in a lone isle among 

a o 

friends, 

That without any danger of a riot, he 
Might for long lying make himself 

amends; 

And singing as he sung in his W'arm 

youth, 

Agree to a short armistice with truth. 


LXXXIV. 

He had travell’d ’mongst the Arabs, 

Turks, and Franks, 
And knew the self-loves of the dif¬ 
ferent nations; 

And havinglived with people of all ranks 
Had something ready upon most oc¬ 
casions — 

Which got him a few presents and some 

thanks. 

He varied w^ith some skill his adula¬ 
tions ; 

To „do at Rome as Romans do”, a piece 
Of conduct was which he observed in 

Greece. 

LXXXV. 

Thus, usually, when he was ask’d to 

sing, 

lie gave the different nations some¬ 
thing national; 

’T was all the same to him — „God save 

the king”, 

Or„(^a ira” according to the fashion all: 
Tlis muse made increment of any thing, 
From the high lyric down to the low 

rational; 

If Pindar sang horse-races, what should 

hinder 

Himself from being as pliable asPindar? 


Deres Difter, en slem VejrhaHe, [eller Veiide- 
kaabe] men ikke desmindre || 1 Selskab en 
meffet behageligKrabbat, jl Havdevairet Yndlings- 
gjajst ved ret marigt et Lag 1| Af W$nd, og 
holdt Taler for dem naar de vare blevne halv- 
fiigtige. II Og skjoiit de sj®Iden kunde gjaitte 
sig til bans Mening, || Saa v<erdigedes de dog 
at frem-hikke, eller frembrble || Folke-Bifaldels 
herlige Uelonning || Hvis fbrste Aarssg aldrig 
kjeiider den anden.*) 

Men nu da ban var oploftet i hojt Selskab |1 
Og havde samlet sig adskillige Stumper og 
SlyKker, 1| Af Me Tanker paa sine Rejser; 
for Afvexlings Skyid_ || Troede ban, at da ban 
var paa en eensom 0, ifalandt Veiincr, ]] Han 
kunde iiden at befrygte Opror 1| For Isnge 
fortsat Logn tage sig selv Erstatning; 1| Og 
^ngende som ban sang i sin varme TJngdom, || 
dive sitSaintykkc til en kort Vaabeii* 
tiitilHtaiid med Sandhedeii. 


Han havde reist blandt Araberne Tyrkerne 
og Frankerne, |1 Og kjendte de forskjajliige Na- 
tioners Egenkjarligbeder: |1 Og da ban havde 
ievet med Folk af alle Klasser, |i Havde ban 
noget paa rede Haand ved de fleste Lejlig- 
heder — j| Ilvilket forskaffede ham nogle faae 
Forteringer og nogen Tak. ]| Han varierede 
sine Smigrerier med nogen Klbgt;|lAt ,.handle 
i Rom som Rommere handle” var et Stykke || 
Af Fremgangsmaade som ban iagttog i Grajken- 
land. 

Saaledes, saidvanligen, naar man bad ham 
om at synge || Cav ban dc forskjaillige Natio- 
ner noget Nationalt; |1 Det var bam altsara- 
inen det Samme — ,,God save the king” ]| Eller 
,,^a ira”, alt efter som Moden var 111 j ]j Hans 
Muse kunde udbrede sig over hvad det sknlde 
vajre H Fra det Hbje Lyriske til det Lave For- 
slandige: \\ Dersom Pindar sang om Heste- 
Vedrielbb, hvad kunde Iiindre || Ham fra at 
vajre lige saa smidig som Pindar? 


*) Den Forste Aarsag til den ,,popular ap¬ 
plause” som Digteren erholder erDigteren selv: 
den anden Digtets virkelige eller indbildte 
Fortjeneste. Ku inener Lord Byron at i 
Forholdet mellem en Forfatter og Publienm er 
der saa lidet klart og selvbevidst, at f. E. Dig¬ 
teren aldrig vecd Hvad det er i hansDigt sonj 
Publicum egentlig tiljubler sit Bifald; ligesom 


ban slrax oven for bar antydet at Publicum 
heller ikke veed Hvad det egentlig er som det 
jiibler over, tlii i Regelon forstaaer det ikke 
Digtet. Saaledes angiver den a;dle Lord i et 
inodereret Coriolanus’s Sprog den sande Vierdi 
af ,,popular applause”. Det er den falske 
Mynt som curserer mellem to falske Spillere. 
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LXXXVI. 

In France, for instance, he would write 

a chanson; 

In England a six canto quarto talc; 
In Spain, he’d make a ballad or romance 

on 

The last war — mucli the same in 

Portugal; 

In Germany, the Pegasus he’d prance on 
Would be old Goethe’s — (see what 

says I)e Stael); 

In Italy he’d ape the „Treccntisti”; 

In Greece, he’d sing some sort of hymn 

like this t’ye. 

The Isles of Greece. 

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece! 

Where burning Sappho loved and sung, 
Where grew the arts of war and peace, — 
Where Uelos rose, and Phoebus sprung! 
Eternal summer gilds them yet, 

Put all, except their sun, is set. 

The Scian and the Teian muse, 

The hero’s harp, the lover’s lute, 
Have found the fame your shores refuse; 

Their place of birth alone is mute 
To sounds which echo further west 
Than your sires’ „Islands of the Blest”. 

The mountains look on Marathon — 

And Marathon looks on the sea; 

1 Frankrig, for Exenipcl kiiiide han skrive 
en Chanson; || I England, en sox Canto's 
Verst'ortajUing i Qiiartrormat; || 1 Spanicn kunde 
lian gjore en Ballade eller Romance It Om den 
sidste Krig — omtrent ligesaa i Portugal ; || 

1 Tydskland, den Pegasus han vilde spanke 
pna II Vilde blive ganite Goelhes — (See hvad 
fMadame] dc Staiil slger;] || I Ilalien vilde 
ban etlerabe ,,Ti-ecen.listerne’‘ *') |[ I Crskenland 
vilde han synge en eller anden Slags Hymne 
for Jer ligneiide denne. 

Den graske Digters Sang. 

Gra?kenlands tier, Grakcnlands Oer! || Hvor 
den brffindende Sappho elskcde og Sang || Hvor 
Krigs og Freds Konster voxte — ]| Hvor Delos 
rclstc sig, og Phoebus blev til! [[ En evlg 
Sommer forgylder dem endnu, 1| Men Alt nnd- 
lagen deres Sol er gaaet ned. 

Den Chllskc [Homer] og den Teiske [Ana- 
kreon] Muse, || Hettens Harpe, Elskerens Lul || 
Have fundet det Ry som eders Kyster for^egle 
(afslaae); || Deres Pfidested alene er stumt | 
Mod Lyde som gjenlyde fja*rnerc Vest-psa | 
End Eders Forfaidres Saliges-Oer.**') 

Bjffirgene skue ned paa Marathon — || Og 
Marathon skucr ned paa Havet; |i Oggruhlende 
der en Time alene || Drbmte jeg at Gra:kenland 


*) Det 14de Aarliundreds Digtcre —i Italien.— 

**) Nfjaob MaxctQi(j)pj qWqy „InsuliE Ben- 
torum. DeSaligcs Oer, var det vestligsle Sled 


And musing there an hour alone, 

I dream’d that Greece might still be free; 
For standing on the Persian’s grave, 

I could not deem myself a slave. 

A king sate on the rocky brow 

Which looks o’er sea-born Salamis; 
And ships, by thousands, lay below 
And men in nations; — all were his! 
He counted them at break of day — 
And when the sun set where were they? 

And where are they? and where art thou, 
3Iy country? On thy voiceless shore 
The heroic lay is tuneless now — 

The heroic bosom beats no more! 

And must thy lyre, so long divine. 
Degenerate into hands like mine? 

’T is something, in the dearth of Fame, 
Though link'd among a fetter’d race, 
To feel at least a patriot’s shame, 

Even as I sing, suffuse my face; 

For what is left the poet hede? 

For Greeks a blush — for Greece a tear. 

Must we hut weep o’er days more blest? 

Must ace but blush ? — Our fathers bled. 
Earth! render back from out thy breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead! 

Of the three hundred grant but three, 
To make a new Thcrmopyla)! 

endnu kunde v«re fri;l|Thi staaende paa Per- 
seriies Grav || Kunde jog ikke ansee mig sclv 
for en Trail. 

En Jvonge [Xerxes] sad paa det Klippe-Rryn || 
Som overskucr sofbdle Salamis; ]| Og Sklbo i 
Tusindviis laae nedenfor || Og Ma;nd i Nation- 
vHs; — alle vare bans || Ilan laltc dein i Dag- 
gry [[ Og inden Solcn gik ned hvor vare de. 

a 

Og hvor ere dc og hvor er du || Mit Fode- 
land? paa din sleminelose Kyst H Er Ilello- 
qvadet tonelOst nu — || HcUc-Barmen slaaer 
ej mere! j| Og maa din Lyra saclxnge gud- 
dommelig || Nedvsrdiges til saadanne Ha'nder 
som mine ? 

Det er vel noget, i [nairvccrendft] Dyrtid paa 
H®der, |j Skjbnt la'iiket iblandt en i Fjffldder 
lagt Slasg't, II At folc i det mindste en Patriots 
Skamrodme, || Just i det jeg synger overspre- 
des mit Ansigt; || Tin hvad er levnet Diglcren 
her? II For Graikcre en Rddine — for Grajken- 
land en Taare. 

Maa vl kiin grajde over mere lykkelige 
Dage? II Maa vi kun rbdme? — Yore Foidrc 
blbdte. (I Jord! giv lilbagc ndaf dit Bryst || 
En Levning af vore Spartanske Dbde! |j Af de 
tre Iliindrede tilsted kun tre, || For at skabe 
el nyt Thcrmopyla:. 

pna Jordon som de Camle kjendle. De laae 
uden for Herkulis Sojler, og antages at have 
vajret De Canariske Oer. 
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What, silent still ? and silent all? 

Ah! no; — the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent’s fall, 

And answer, „Let one living? head, 
But one arise, — we come, we come!” 
is but the living who are dumb. 

In vain — in vain; strike other chords; 

Fill high the cup with Samian wine! 
J>cave battles to the Turkish hordes, 
And shed the blood of Scio’s vine! 
Hark! rising to the ignoble call — 

How answers each bold Bacchanal! 

You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet 
Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone? 
Of two such lessons, why forget 
The nobler and the manlier one? 

You have the letters Cadmus gave — 
Think ye he meant them for a slave. 

Fill hiffh the bowl with Samian wine! 

We will not think of themes like these! 
It made Anacreon's song divine; 

He served — but served Polycrates — 
A tyrant; but our masters then 
Were still, at least, our countrymen. 

The tyrant of the Chersonese 
Was freedom’s best and bravest friend; 
That tyrant was Miltiades! 


Oh! that the present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind! 

Such cliains as his were sure to hind. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine! 

On Suli's rock, and Parga’s shore, 
Exists the remnant of a line 

Such as the Doric mothers bore; 

And there, perhaps, some seed is sown 
The Heracleidan blood might own. 

Trust not for freedom to the Franks — 
They have a king who buys and sells; 
In native swords, and native ranks 
The only hope of courage dwells 
But Turkish force, and Latin fraud. 
Would break your shield,however broad. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine! 

Our virgins dancebeneath theshade — 
I see their glorious black eyes shine; 

But gazing on each glowing maid, 
iMy own the burning tear-drop laves, 
Tothink such breasts must suckle slaves. 

Place me on Sunium’s marbled steep. 
Where nothing, save the waves and I, 
May hear our mutual murmurs sweep; 

There, swan-like, let me sing and die; 
A land of slaves shall ne’er be mine — 
Dash down yon cup of Samian wine. 


Hvad, lause cndnii? og alle tausc? || Oh! 
nej; — de Dodes Stemmer || Lyde som en 
fjajrn Stroms Fald, || Og svare: ,,Lad eet le- 
vende Moved, [[ Kun eet rejse sig, — vi komme, 
vi komme!” — 1| Det er Kun de Levende som 
ere stumme. 

Forgjffives — forgjajves: Slaa paa andre 
Stra.*nge: ]| Fyld Bajgerct Iiojt med Saraisk 
Yiiti. II Overlad Fellslag til de Tyrkiskc lior- 
der, II Og iidgyd den Chiiske Vinrankes Blod! || 
Lyl! Staaende op ved det iiaidle Raab — || 
Hvorledes Enhver af de bolde RacchaiUer svare! 

I have den Pyrrhiske Bands endnu, i| Ilvor 
er eders Pyrrhiske Phalanx bleven af? || Af to 
saadanne Lectier, hvorfor glemrae |j Ben jed- 
lere og den mandigere? || 1 liave Bogstaverne 
som Kadmus gav — || Tajnke I han hesterate 
dem for en Slave? 

Fyld Baigeret hdit med Samisk Viin! |j Vi 
ville ej tainke paa jEmner som disse! |j Bet 
gjonle Anakreons Sang giiddommclig: |) Han 
var en Treel — men en Tra*l under Polykrates — 1| 
En Despot: Men vore ilerrer den Tid || Vare 
endnu, i det mindsle, vore Landsmajnd. 

Bespoten af Chersonesos || Var Frihedens 
bedste og hraveste Yen; j| Hlin Despot var 
Miltiades! || Oh! at den nrervajrende Time 


j vilde laane || Nok en Despot af den Slags! |1 
Saadanne Kjajder som bans vilde sikkert binde. 

Fyld Biegeret liojt med Samisk Viin! || Paa 
Sulis Kiippe, paa Pargas Kyst || Er der endnu 
en Levning af en SlcCgtiinie || Saadan som de 
Doriske Modre fbdle; || Og der, kanskee, saaes 
nogen Seed, H Som Ueraklider-Blodet kunde 
vedkjende sig. — [Eller — Som ejede det Hera- 
klidiske Blod.] 

Stol ikke, for Frihed, paa Frankcrne — 1| 
De have en Kongo som kjober og sjulger: |1 1 
indfddte Svterd, i indfbdte Raikker, || DvsEler 
Models encsie Haab; || Men Tyrkisk Void, og 
Vcsterlandsk Bedrag, || Vilde bryde Eders Skjold 
hvor bredt det end var. 

Fyld Bffigeret hdjt med Samisk Viin! t| Vore 
Ungmder dandse henne i Skyggen — |1 Jeg 
seer deres herlige sorte Ojne lindre; 1| Men 
stirirndc paa enhver af de gledende Piger, || 
Vaidcr den brajndendc Taaredraabe nut eget 
[Oje], 11 Ved at tfcnke paa at sligc Bryster maa 
give Die til Trallc. 

Still mig paa Sunions marmorerede Skrauilc— H 
Hvor Inlet udeii Bdlaerne og Jeg, — Ij Kan 
hiire vor gjensidige Mnrmlcn feje [forhij; \\ 
Ber, liig en Svane, lad mig syoge og do! || Et 
Tr$ll('-Land skal aldrig blive mit— II Sqvat 
lied liiiiit Badger med Samisk Viiii: 
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J.XXXVII. 

Thus sung, or would, or could, or should 

have sung, 

The modern Greek, in toleral)le verse; 
If not like Orpheus quite, when Greece 

was young, 

Yet in these times lie might have done 

much worse: 

Jlis strain display’d some feeling— right 

or wrong; ^ 

And feeling, in a poet, is the source 
Of other’s feeling; but they are such liars, 
And take all colours — like the hands 

of dyers. 

LXXXYllI. 

But words are things, and a small drop 

of ink, 

Falling like dew, upon a thought, pro¬ 
duces 

That which makes thousands, perhaps 

millions, think; 

'T is strange, the shortest letter which 

man uses 

Instead of speech, may form a lasting 

link 

Of ages; to what straits old Time 

reduces 

Frail man, when paper — even a rag 

like this, 

Survives himself, his tomb, and all that’s 

bis. 

LXXXIX. 

And when his bones are dust, his grave 

a blank,. 

Ilis station, generation, even his nation. 


Become a thing, or nothing save to rank 
In chronological commemoration, 
Some dull ]\1S, oblivion long has sank 
Or graven stone found in a barrack’ 

station 

In digging the foundation of a closet, 
Alay turn his name up, as a rare deposit. 

XC. 

Andglorylonghasmadcthe sages smile; 
'T is something, nothing, words, il¬ 
lusion, wind — 

Depending more upon the historian’s 

style 

Than on the name a person leaves 

behind: 

Troy owes to Homer what whist owes 

to Hoyle: 

The present century was growing 

blind 

To the great Marlborough’s skill in giv¬ 
ing knocks, 

Until his late Life by Archdeacon Coxc. 

xcr. 

Milton’s the prince of poets — so we say; 

A little heavy, but no less divine: 

An independent being in his day — 
Learn’d, pious, temperate in love and 

wine; 

But his life falling into Johnson’s way, 
We’re told this great high priest of 

all the Nine 

Was whipt at college — a harsh sire — 

odd spouse, 

For the first Mrs. Milton left his house. 


Saalcdcs s»ng, ellervildc, eilcr kunde, eltcr 
skulde have sjimget, || Den moderne Gr»ker, 
i Jaalelige Vers; Skjont ikkc ganske som Or¬ 
pheus, da Hellas var ung || Saa kunde han 
dog i Uisse Tider have sjungel sieUcre enilda: || 
Hans Quad viiste nogen Folelsc — rigUg eller 
gal: II Og Folelse, Iios en Digter, er eiiKildeH 
Til en Andens Folen; men de ere saadanne 
Liignhalse |1 Og tage alle Farver — llgcsom 
Ila;nderne paa (kla‘de)-Farvcrcn. 

Men Ord ere Ting, og en liile Draabe Blajk, [| 
Faldcnde, som Dug, paa en Tanke, frembrin- 
ger II Det som bringer Tusinder, maaskee 
Millioner til at tterike; |] Det er bosynderligt, 
det korlesle Bogstav Mennesket brnger || Isleden 
for Talc, kan danne en varig Kjajde |j Mellera 
Tidsaldere: i Jivilken Knibe gamle Chronos 
bringer || Det skrobelige Menneske, naar Pa- 
pir — nclop en Lase som denne || Ovevlever 
ham sclv, Jians Cravmindc, og All hvart bans er. 

Og naar bans Been ere Stov, bans Gray el 
Ode II Hans Stilling, Sla*gC, ja endog bans 
Nation, II Bleven til en Ting, eilcr Ingentlng, 
undtagen [Noget] til at opstiilesljl en chrono- 
logisb Mindeiale, || [Saa kan det ba;ndcs at] 


et eilcr andet i05.scd Ms. [Manuscript] som 
Forglemraelsen lange bar sajnkct lilbuDds |1 
Eller en Steen med Indskrift funden i cn Ca¬ 
serne - Grundvold, II 1 det man gravede 
Grunden for et JJIlebuus, || Kan bringe bans 
Navn for Lyset som en sja*lden Skat. 

Og Hadcr bar lajiige bragt de Vise til at 
smile; II Den er Noget, Intel, Ord, Sandsebedrag, 
Vind — 11 Beroende mere paa Historikerens 
Stiil II End 'paa (let Jjavn en Person efler- 
lader sig: || Troja skyider llouici* bvad Whist 
[Spillet] skyider Hoyle; || Det najrvajrendc 
Aarlmndred var i Fasrd med at blivc blindt || 
For den store Marll)Orough$» Kldgl i at give 
[Folk] paa llov’det || Indiil bans Levnets-Be- 
skrivelsc [I)lcv iidgiven] af Erkediacon Coxc. 

Ulilton er Diglernes Fyrsle — det sige vi 
[det Engelske Folk] |1 En Sniiile svajr, men 
ikke desmindre guddominclig |j Et uafhasngigt 
VjEsen i sin Tid || Lasrd, giidsfrygtig, maade- 
Iioideu i Elskov og Yiin; |] Men da det traf 
sig at bans Levnetsbeskrivelse faldt paa .loliii- 
son’s Vftj. II Saa faae vi at biire at denne 
store Yppersle Prajst af alle Ni || Fik Prygl i 
Skolen —var en baard Fader — saTj*)gtemand, [| 
Tbi den fiirsle Frii Milton forlod bans lluus. 
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XCII. 

All these are, certes, entertaininjj facts, 
Like Shakspeare’s stealing deer, Lord 

Bacon’s bribes; 

Like Titiis’ youth, and Cffisar’s earliest 

acts; 

Like Burns (whom Doctor Currie well 

describes); 

Like Cromwell’s pranks, — but although 

truth exacts 

These amiable descriptions from the 

scribes, 

As most essential to their hero’s story. 
They do not much contribute to his glory. 

XCIIL 


XCIV. 

Sucli names at present cut a convict 

figure, 

The very Botany Bay in moral geo- 

graphy; 

Their loyal treason, renegade rigour, 
Are good manure for their more bare 

biography; 

Wordsworth’s last quarto, by the way, 

is bigger 

Than any since the birthday of typo- 

graphy; 

A drowsy frowzy poem, call’d the „Ex- 

cursion”, 

Writ in a manner which is my aversion. 

xcv. 


All arc not moralists, like Southey, when 
lie prated to the world of „Pantiso- 

crasy”; 


Or Wordsworth unexcised, unhired, 

who then 

Season’d his pedlar poems with de¬ 
mocracy; 

Or Coleridge, long before his flighty pen 
Let to the Morningpost its aristocracy; 
When he and Southey, following the 

same path, 

Espoused two partners (milliners of 

Bath). 


He there builds up a formidable dyke 
Between his own and others’ intellect; 
But Wordsworth’s poem, and his fol¬ 
lowers, like 

Joanna Southcote’s Shiloh, and her 

sect. 

Are things W'hich in this century don’t 

strike 

The public mind, — so few are the 

elect; 

And the new births of both their stale 

virginities 

Have proved but dropsies , taken for 

divinities. 


Allc dissc ere tilvisse, underholdende Facta || 
LIgesom at Shakspeare stjal (Kron^dyr, ogLord 
Bacon log Bestikkelser, || Ligesom Titus’s Ung- 
doin, or C^sars lidligste Ilandlingcr {| Ligesom 
Burns (livcm Doctor Currie beakriver godt;) [[ 
Ligesom Cromwell’s Streger; men skjont Sand- 
heden fordrer |1 Disse elskv®rdige Beskrivelser 
af Skribenterne, || Som [om de vare] i liojeste 
Grad v®sentlige til deres Helts Historic \\ Saa 
bidrage de dog ikke meget til bans Glorie. 

Alle ere ikke Moralisler, som Southey, da | 
Han vrovlede for Verden om ,,Pantisokratiet” ] 
Eller Wordswortli u.siseret; *) iihyret, som da | 
Krydrede sine Bissekraramer-Digte med Demo- 
krati; || Eller Coleridge, lajnge forend bans 
flygtige Pen H Laanle ,,Morning Post” sltAri- 
stokrati; || Da ban og Southey, folgende den 
samme Sti || jEgtede to Interossentinder (Mode- 
bandlersker i Bath). 


*) „Vnfixcised”, usiseret, skal betegne den 
Tid da Wordsworth endnu Ikke havde faaet det 
Embede ban senere flk i Excise-Office, (Sise- 
boden), cn Tid da ban var en liberal Whig, i 


Saadanne Kavne gjbre for narvairende Tid 
en Forbryder-Figur, || Den moralske Gcogra- 
phis virkelige Botany-Bay; 1| Deres loyale 
Forrajderi, Renegat-Strajnghed, || Ere en god Gjod- 
ning for deres mere ufrugtbare Biographi; || 
Wordsworths sidste Quarto , i Parenthese sagt, 
er tykkerc || End nogen anden siden Bog- 
Irykkerkonstens Fbdselsdag: |i Et dosigt mug- 
gent Digt som kaldes ,,The Excursion” [IJd- 
flugten] [| Skrevet i en Maneer som jeg afskyer. 

Der opfbrer han el forfsrdeligl Dige \\ Mellem 
sin egeii og Andres Forstand; |! Men Words¬ 
worths Digt, og bans Tilhajngere, ligesom il 
Johanne Soulheote's Shilo, og hendes Sect 11 
EreTingsomi detteAarhiindred ikkegjbrc slsrkt 
Indtryk || Paa Publiciims Gemyt, saa faae ere 
de Udvaigte: || Og de nye Fbdsler af begges 
golde Jomfrudorame |j Ere fundne at vasrekun 
Vattersot, som man tog for Giiddomme. 


Modsajtning til Toryismen som han gik over 
til da Tory - Riegjeringen havde skaffet ham 
dot omtalte Embede ved Consumtiuns-Contoiret. 
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XCVI. 

But let me to my story; I must own. 

If I have any fault, it is digression — 
Leaving my people to proceed alone, 
Whilcisoliloquizebeyond expression; 
But these are my addresses from the 

throne, 

Which put off business to the ensuing 

session: 

Forgetting each omission is a loss to 
The world, not quite so great as Ariosto. 

XCVII. 

I know that what our neighbours call 

„longueurs”, 

We've not so good a word, but have 

the thing, 

In that complete perfection which en¬ 
sures 

An epic from Bob Sonthey every 

spring — 

Form not the true temptation which 

allures 

The reader; but't would not be hard 

to bring 

Some fine examples of the epopee, 

To prove its grand ingredient is ennui. 

XCVIII. 

We learn from Horace, „Homer some¬ 
times sleeps'^; 


We feel without him, Wordsworth 

sometimes wakes 

To show with what complacency he 

creeps, 

With his dear „Waggoners”, around 

his lakes, 

He w'ishes for „a boat” to sail the 

deeps — 

Of the ocean? — No, of air; and 

then he makes 

Another outcry for „a little boat”, 

And drivels seas to set it well afloat. 


XCIX. 

If he must fain sweep o’er the ethereal 

plain 

And Pegasus runs restive in his 

„Waggon”, _ 

Could he not beg the loan of Charles’s 

Wain? 

Or pray Medea for a single dragon? 
Or if too classic for his vulgar brain, 

He fear’d his neck to venture such a 

nag on. 

And he must needs mount nearer to 

the moon. 

Could not the blockhead ask for a 

balloon? 


Men lad mi? nu komme lit min Historic: Je? 
maa tilstaa || Hvis je? har nogen Veil, saa er 
det Udskejelse; || 1 det jeg lader mine Folk 
fortsffitte Reisen alene, ]1 Medens jeg monolo- 
giserer over at Heskrivelsc; |] Men disse ere mine 
Thron-Taler || Hvilkc udsiette Sagernc til den 
nffislfOlgende Session : i| Og Jeg glemmcr at hver 
Udeglemmelse cr et Tab for jj Verden, ikke 
fiildt saa sLort som Ariosto*). 

Jeg veed at Iivad vore Naboer kalde „Lon- 
geurs” |] VI have ikke saa godl et Ord, men 
vi have Tingen 1| I den fiildstzendlgc Fiild- 
kommenhed som garantercr || Et eptsk Bigt 
fra Rob Southey hvert Foraar —) tl Banne ikke 
den virkelige Fristnlsc som loUker 1| Lteseren ; 
men det vilde ikke vffire vanskellgt at bringc |[ 
En Beel smiikko Exompler paa Epopeen, || For 
at bevise at dens Iloved-Ingredients er ennui. 

VI Iffire af Horals, at ,,Homer undertiiieii 
sever", || Vi fbfe uden ham at "Wordsworlh 


undertiden vaager— || For at vise mod hvilkcn 
Seivtilfredshed ban kryber |1 Med sine kj^re 
,,Fraglvogii8m«end" (Fulirina;nd) riind om sine 
Soer. II Han onsker sig ,,en Baad” for at bc- 
fare Bybene || Af Oceanet? | Nei, afLuften: 
og da gjfir han 1| Et andet gewaltigt Skrig 
efier ,,eji lille Raad’' || Og vra*vlor hele Vor- 
dens Have fiildc for at faa den rlgtig flot. 


Bersom han saa gjaerne vil feje over den 
aelhcriske Slette |[ Og Pegasus Ibber liilisk for 
bans ,,Frngtvogn”, |l Kiinde han ikke iidhcde 
sig Karls-Vognen til Laans? || Eller forlatige 
en cneste Bragc af Medea? || EIIlm* hvis altfor 
classisk for bans gemene Pbbel-Iljjerne || Han 
frygter sin Hals at vove paa slig en Plag, \\ 
Og han niidvendig maa stige hiijere op mod 
Maanen , 1| Kunde ikke Klodshovedet forlange 
en Ballon ? 


*) See Indledningen til The Isles of Greece (s. 22). 
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C. 

„Pe(]Iars’% and „Boats”, and „Wag- 

ffoiis”! Olil ye shades 
Of Pope and Oryden, are we come to 

this? 

That trash of sucli sort not alone evades 
Contempt^ hut from the bathos’ vast 

abyss 


Floats scumlike uppermost, and these 

Jack Cades 

Of sense and song above your graves 

may hiss — 

The „littlc boatman” and his„PeterBeH” 
Can sneer at him who drew „Achito- 

phel”! 


III. 

The Phisoner of Chillon 
A Fable. 


Sonnet on Chillon* 

Eternal Spirit of the chainless Mind! 
Brightest in dungeons, Liberty! thou 

art, 

For there thy habitation is theheart — 
The heart which love of thee alone can 

bind; 

And when thy sons to fetters are con¬ 
sign’d — 

To fellers, and the damp vault’s day¬ 
less gloom, 


Their country con([uers with their 

martyrdom, 

And Freedom’s fame finds wings on 

every wind. 

Chillon! thy prison is a holy place, 

And thy sad floor an altar — for it 

was trod 

Until his very steps had left a trace 
Worn, as if thy cold pavement were 

a sod, 

By Bonnivard! — May none those 

marks clface! 

For they appeal from tyranny to God. 


,,BissekrffimmRre” og ,,Baade” og ,,Fragt- 
vogne”! Oh! I Skygger || Af Pope og Dryden, 
ere vi komne til detle? jj At .lux af en saa- 
dan Slags ikke alene undgaaer |1 Foragt, men 
fia den gemene Slelheds uhyre Svajig 1! 

Flyder fraadeagtig overst, og disse Jack Cacler*) || 
Af Mcnnoske-Forstarid ogSang over eders Grave 
tor hysse— 1[ J)cn „lille-Baads Aland” og bans 
,,Peter Bell” |1 Kan haanligt smile over ham 
som tegiiedc ,,Achitophel”. 

Sonnet om Chillon. 

Del lajnkeliise Sinds evige Aand: |1 Lysest 
i morke Fsengsler, o Frihed I Du er, || Thi der 


*) Jack Cade, on Opriirer i Henry Vltes 
Tid. Mere om denne ubehoVlede Oprbrs An- 
forer kan I®ses i ShakspearesHenry Yl. 11 Part, 
IVde Act og her kommer vistnok Shakespeares 
Fremstilling den virkelige Historic meget na;r. 
Fjerde Acts Gte Scene lyder som fblger: 

Cade. Nu cr Mortimer Ilorre over denne 
Stad (London). Og her siddende paa Londons 
Steen, byder og befaler jeg, at, paa denne 
By-ges Bekostning skal i dette vort fdrste Re- 
gjerings Aar inlet andet end Rodviin Hyde 
igjennem Rendcsienenc. Og nu efter denne 
Time skal det Vecro IIojforra;deri for enhver 
soinhelst at kalde inig uoget andet end Lord 
Moriimer. 


din Eolig cr Hj$rlet -- \\ Hjffirtet som Kja;rlig- 
hed til dig alene kan binde; |1 Og naar dine 
Siinner til Fjsdder ere overglvne— H Til Fjied- 
der, og den fugtige Hvajlvings daglose Dunkel- 
hed. II Erobrer deres Fa^dreland , ved deres 
Mariyrdom, |j Og Friheds Ky Oiidor Vinger paa 
enliver Vind, || Chillon! Bit Fangsel er et 
liclligt Sted, 11 Og dit triste Gnlv et Alter — 
tlii det lilov helraadt, H Indtil selve Fodspo- 
rene havde efierladl et Mjerke |1 OpsILdt, som 
om din kolde Brol®gning var Griinsvaird || Af 
Bonnivard! — Maalte ingen dis.se ftlajrker iid- 
slelte! II Tlii de appellere fra Tyranniet til 
Gild. 


En Soldat hammer lobende. 

Soldat. Jack Cade! Pack Cade! 

Cade. Hug ham ned, 1 der henne. (De 

draibe ham). 

Smith. Ilvis denne Knos er fornuftig saa 
vil ban aldrig kalde Dein Jack Cade mere; 
jeg synes De bar varsgoet ham ganske ordenllig. 

Dick. Aly Lord, der er en Armee samlet i 
Smithflcld. 

Cade. Korn da, lad os afsled og kjajmpe 
med dem; Men fOrst sa:t dog lid paa London- 
Broen; og hvis J kan saa liriend Tower ogsaa 
ned. Kom af Sted. (De gaae). 
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The Prisoner of Chillon, 

I. 

My hair is grey, hut not witli years, 

Nor grew it white, 

In a single night, 

As men’s have grown from sudden fears: 
My limbs are howled tlio’ not with toil 
But rusted with a vile repose, 

For they have been a dungeon’s spoil 
And mine has been the fate of those 
To whom the goodly earth and air 
Are bann’d, andbarr’d— forbidden fare. 
But this w*as for my father’s faith 
I suffered chains and courted death; 
That father perish’d at the stake 
For tenets he would not forsake; 

And for the same his lineal race 
In darkness found a dwelling place; 
We were seven — who now are one, 
Six in youth, and one in age. 

Finish’d as they had begun 
Proud of Persecution’s rage; 

One in fire and two in field, 

Their belief with blood have scaled; 
Dying as their father died. 

For tlie God their foes denied; 

Three were in a dungeon cast, 

Of whom this wreck is left the last. 

II . 

There are seven pillars of Gothic mould, 
In Chillon’s dungeons deep and old, 


There are seven columns, massy and 

grey? 

Dim with a dull imprisoned ray, 

A sunbeam which bath lost its way, 
And through the crevice and the cleft 
Of the tliick wall is fallen and left; 
Creeping o’er the floor so damp, 

Like a marsh’s meteor lamp: 

And in each pillar there is a ring, 

And in each ring there is a chain; 

That iron is a cankering thing, 

For in these limbs its teeth remain, 
With marks that will not wear away, 
Till I have done with this new day, 
Which now is painful to these eyes, 
Which have not seen the sun so rise 
For years — I cannot count them oer, 
I lost their long and heavy score. 
When my last brother droop’d and died, 
And I lay living by his side. 

IIL 

They chain’d us each to a column slonc, 
And we were three — yet, each alone; 
We could not move a single pace, 

We could not see each other’s face, 

But with that pale and livid light 
That made us strangers.in our sight; 
And thus together —• yet apart, 
Fetter’d in hand but pined in heart; 

’T was still some solace in the dearth 
Of the pure elements of eartii, 

To hearken to each other’s speech, 


Chillons Fange. 

1 . 

Mil Ilaar er graat, men ei af Aar, \\ 0? ei 
Llev del hvidt H I en enesle Nat, H Som Mieiul’s 
[llaar] er lilevelaf pliidselig Frygl ]| :Minc Lem 
nicr ere hCjede, skjiint ei af Arbeide, || Men 
Tiisledc i fa;! llvile, 1| Thi de have vajret et 
morkt Faingsols Rov, H Og min Skjjuhnc har 
varet som dercs 1| For livem den horiige Jord 

Liift II Er lianlyst, og afskaaren — cn for- 
buden FOde; || lilen dette var for min Faders 
TrollJeg taalte Lainker og bcilede tU Ddden;l| 
Den IFader omkem ved [Baal]-Stagen t| For 
GrundsaUningor ban el vildc fornegte; || Og 
for de samme hans nedstaminendc Slajgt || 
Fandt i Mdrke sin KoHg; ]| vi vare syv — som 
nil ere cen, 1| Sex i Ungdom, og cen i Alder- 
(lom, II Endle som do havde begyndt || Stoltc 
af Forfdlgclsens KaserijjiEon i lid, ogto paa 
l>Slag?j Marken || Deres Tro med Blod liavde 
beseglet; |1 Diionde som deres Fader ddde, || 
For den Giid deres Fjcnder negtede; \\ Tre 
blevG i det mdrke Fa;ngsel kastedo, || Af hvllke 
dette Vrag er etLerladt som den sidsle. 

II. 

Der ere syv Sdiler af GoUiiskForm, || I 
Chillons (lylie, oggamle, Murke-Faingsel, 1| Der 


ere syv Kolonner, massive og graa, \\ Diinkle 
ved en mat indesluttct Straale, || En Solstraale 
som har tabt sin Vej, ]| Og igjcnnem Spr®kkcn 
og Kldfton II Af den tykkc Mnur er faldon og 
tilbageladt; |1 Krybeiide over Gulvet saa fiig- 
tigt 11 Liig Moradsets Melcor-Lampe: |1 Og 5 
hver Sdilc er der en King, |1 Og i hver King 
er der en Kjeede; \\ Det Jem cr cn giuivcnde 
[fortEerende] Ting, i| Thi i disse Leinmer for- 
blive dets Tajnder, Ij Med Majrker som ei ville 
borlslides [forsvinde], || Indtll jeg or fcordig 
med denne nyo Dag, || Som nu er smertellg 
for disse (line, || Som ei have seet Solen saa- 
ledes opstaa 1] I [mange] Aar — Jegkan oi op- 
tiollo dem, ]| Jeg table deres lange og lunge 
Regning, |I Da min siilste Broiler segnede og 
ddde, ]l Og jeg laa Icvende ved hans Side. 


111 . 

De lasnkede cnlivcr af os til en Kohnnno- 
sleeii, 11 Og vi vare tre, — dog, hver [for sig] 
alene; [ Vi kiinde ikke bevage os et eneste 
Skridt, 1 Yi kunde ei see hinandens Ansigt, H 
Uden i det blege og hlaaagtige Lys jl Som gjonle 
os til tremmede for hinandens Syn; |1 Og saa- 
ledcs sainlcde — dog adskiite, !| FjEcddrede 
[d. c. lEenkede] paa Haand, men bejcngstede i 
Hjajrlc, 11 Det var [dog] endnu nogeii Trdst, 1 
Dyrtiden || Paa Jordens rone Elementer, i| 
At lyttc til hinandens Tale, H Og hver [for sig] 












32 


Lyrical Poems. 


And each turn comforter to each 
With some new hope or legend old, 

Or song heroically bold; 

But even these at length grew cold. 

Our voices took a dreary tone, 

An echo of the dungeon stone 

A grating sound — not full and free. 
As they of yore were wont to be: 

It might be fancy, but to me 
They never sounded like our own. 

IV. 

I was the eldest of the three, 

And to uphold and cheer the rest 
I ought to do — and did my best — 
And each did well in his degree. 

The Youngest whom my father loved, 
Because our mother’s brow was given 
To him — with eyes as blue as heaven, 
For him my soul was sorely moved: 
And truly might it be distress’d 
To see such bird in such a nest; 

For he was beautiful as day — 

(When day was beautiful to me 
As to young eagles being free) — 

A polar day, which will not see 
A sunset till its summer’s gone, 

Its sleepless summer of long light, 
The snow-clad offspring of the sun: 

And thus he was as pure and bright, 
And in his natural spirit gay, 

With tears for nought hut other’s ills, 


And then they flowedlikcmountainrills, 
Unless he could assuage the woe 
Which he abhorred to view below. 

V. 

The other was as pure of mind, 

But formed to combat with his kind; 
Strong in his frame, and of a mood 
Which gainst the world in war liad stood, 
And perish’d in the foremost rank 
With joy: — but notin chains to pine: 
His spirit withered w’ith their clank, 

I saw it silently decline — 

And so perchance in sooth did mine 
But yet I forced it on to cheer 
Those relics of a home so dear, 
lie was a hunter of the hills, 

Had followed there the deer and wolf; 
To him this dungeon was a gulf 
And fettered feet the worst of ills. 

Yl. 

Lake Leman lies by Chillon’s walls: 
A thousand feet in depth below 
Its massy waters meet and flow; 

Thus much the fathom line was sent 
From Chillon’s snow-white battlements, 
Which round about the wave enthralls: 
A double dungeon wall and wave 
Have made — and like a living grave. 
Below the surface of the lake 
The dark vault lies wherein we lay, 


at Iilive Triister for hinanden 1| Mod et filler 
andet nyt Haah eller irammelt Sa?n, || Eller 
Sang paa Helle-Maneer dristig; [] Men sclv 
(Usse Ulsidst bleve kolde, || Yore Stemnier an- 
log en scirgelig Tone, |i En Echo fra det 
Milrke Steen - Fajngsel, |I En skiirrende Lyd — 
ikkc fulde og frie 1| Som do tilforn plejedc at 
viere: \\ Det kunrie va;re Indbildning — men 
for mig II Lbd de. aldrig som vore egne. 


IV. 

Jeg var den teldste af de tre, H Og for at 
holde oppe og opmuntre de andre |1 Burdejeg 
gjbre — og jeg gjorde mifc Bedste — Og enlivcr 
opfbrte sig godt i sin Stilling. H Den yngste, 
sum min Fador elskede. | Fordi vor Moders 
Bryn [Aa.syn] var givet | Ham — med Ojne 
saa blaa som Unnmislcn, ] For ham blcv min 
SjiEl smertelig rort; 1| Og sandelig maatle den 
hlive sorrigfiild || Ved at see en saadan Fugl 
i en saadan Rede; || Tlii han var skjbn som 
Dagen — \\ Da Dagen var skjon for mig |1 Som 
for ungc Drne der ere frie) — |1 En Poltir- 
Dag, som ei skal sec 1| En Sol->’edgang inden 
dens Sommer cr omme 1| Dens sovnlbse Som¬ 
mer af langvarigt Lys, || Soleiis snee- 
kltpdle Afkom: fiieml. Polar-Dagen] 1| Og 
saaledcs var ban ligesaa recn og lys [skjier],!! 
Og i sit natiirlige Sind munter, [| Med Taarer 
for Intel iidqn for Andres Smajrter, || Og da 


fiod de som Bjajrg - B$kke , || Medmindre han 

knnrie lindre den Kummer ]| Som haa afskyede 
at skue hernede. 

V. 

Den Andcn var lige rcen i Sind, || Men dannet 
for at kja:nipe med sin Slajgt; || Stajrk i sin 
Bygning, og af et Sind [Cliaracteer] || Som mod 
Verden i Krig (vilde) have slaaet, H Off vih- 
komnict i den forreste Rjekke || Med tilade: — 
men ci for at hensmagte i Lasnker: || Hans 
Aand visnede hen ved deros Klang, [j Jeg saa 
den i Taushed svindo hen — || Og det gjorde 
maaskee, i .Sandhed, min ogsaa: |j Dog drev 
jeg den [Aanden] frem for at opmuntre |1 Disse 
Levninger af et saa kj®rt Hjfim. l| Han var en 
Jicgcr paa Ilbjene, ]| Han forfiilgte der Raa- 
dyret ogUIven; j| For ham var dettc Mbrke- 
Fffingsfl en Afgriind || Ug fjieddrede Fodder det 
vtcrsle af Onder. 

VI. 

Leman-Socn ligger ved Chillons Hurp; || I 
et Tusind Fods Dyhde neden for jj Mode og 
flvdc dens sv®ro Vande; |1 , Saa lajigt blev 
Favne-Linen sendt \\ Fra Cliillons snehvide 
Tinde, 1] Som rnndt omkring Yuven inde.spffir- 
rer [holder i Ftcngsel], (| Et dohhell Mbrkt 
Ftengscl Muur og Vove \\ Have ejort (dannei) — 
og .som det var en levende (»rav. |1 UndorSonns 
Overflade H Den mbrko Hvailving ligger hvori 
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We heard its ripple night and day; 

Sounding over our heads it knock’d; 
And I have felt the winter’s spray 
Wash through the bars when winds 

w ere high 

And w anton in the happy sky; 

And then the very rock hath rock’d, 
And 1 have felt it shake iinshock’d, 
Because I could have smiled to see 
The death that w^ould have set me free. 

VI r. 

I said my nearer brother pined, 

I said his.mighty heart declined, 

He loathed and put away his food; 

It W'as not that’t was coarse and rude, 
For we were used to liunter’s fare, 
And for the like had little care: 

The milk drawn from the mountain goat 
Was changed for water from the moat, 
Onr bread was such as captives tears 
Have moistened many a thousand years, 
Since man first pent his fellow' men 
Like brutes within an iron den; 

But what were these to us or him? 
These wasted not his heart or limb; 

IMy brother’s sou! w'as of that mould 
Which in a palace had grown cold, 

Had his free breathing been denied 
The range of the steep mountains side; 
But why delay the truth? — he died. 

1 saw, and could not hold his head, 


Nor reach his dying hand — nor dead — 
Though hard I strove, but strove in vain, 
To rend and gnash my bonds in tw'ain. 
He died — and they unlocked his chain. 
And scooped for him a shallow* grave 
Even from the cold earth of our cave. 
I begg’d them, as a boon, to lay 
His corse in dust whereon the day 
Might shine — it was a foolish thought, 
But then within my brain it wrought, 
That even in death his freeborn breast 
In such a dungeon could not rest. 

I might have spared my idle prayer — 
They coldly laugh’d — and laid him there, 
The Hat and Inrfless earth above 
The being we so much did love; 

His empty chain above it leant, 

Such murder’s fitting monument. 

VIIL 

But he, the favourite and the flower. 
Most cherish’d since his natal hour, 

His mother’s image in fair face. 

The infant love of all his race. 

His martyr’d father’s dearest thought, 
My latest care, for whom I sought 
To hoard my life, that his might be 
IjCss w'rctchcd now and one day free; 
He, too, who yet had held unlired 
A spirit natural or inspired — 

He, too, was struck, and day by day 
Was wither’d on the stalk away. 


vi laae, || Vi liiirle dens Kolge-Slag Nat og 
Dag; II Lydende over vore Hoveder bankede 
det; II Og jeg har folt Vintereiis Soskum |] 
Skyile igjennein Gilter-Sta;ngerne naar Vinde 
vare sla*ike |1 Og kaede i den lykkcUgc frie 
LuTt; II Og da har selvc KHppen rokket || 
Og jeg har folt den ry.sie ubevaeget (uforfar- 
del), 11 Fordi jeg kunde have sniilet ved at 
see i| Den Dbd sum vilde have sat niig paa fri 


Jeg sagdc min narmero Droder hensmagtede, || 
Jeg sagdc sans magtige Hjarte svandt hen , l| 
Han afskyede og satte til Side sin Fodc; j| 
Det var cl fordi den var grov og simpel, || Tiii 
vi vare vante til Jagers Fbde, |] Og ora saa- 
<lant hrod os ktin lidet: || idalken dragen fra 
Djarg-Gedeii || Var ombjttet med Vand fra Void- 
graven, II Vort Brbd var saadant sora Fangers 
Taarer ]] Have hefiigtiget raangt ct Ttisind Aar, j| 
Sldcn Meniiesket forst indesliiltede sit Med- 
menneske H Som vilde Dyr i en Jarn-Hule 
[d. e. Dtiurj; II Men hvad vare disse for os 
eller ham? || Dls.se fortarede el bans Hjarte 
eller Lemmer; || Min Broders Sjal var af den 
Form 11 Som i et Palad.s vilde vare bleven 
kold 11 Hvis (man) lians frie Aandedrat hnvde 
negtet 1| Omvankning paa den sleile Bja'tg- 
Side; II Men hvorfor iidle nied Sandheden? — 
lian dgde, — || Jeg saa, ug kunde ei holde 


lians iloved || Eller naa bans doendc Haand — 
ci heller d8d, — || Skjont haardt jeg strabte, 
men strabte forgjaves H At rive og bide mine 
Baand ilu. 1| llan dode — og de opliikkcde 
lians Lanke, 1| Og skovledc for liam en lidet 
dyb [grund] Orav, 1| Just i vor Holes kolde 
Jord. 11 Jeg bad dem, som en Velgjerning, at 
laigge II Hans Liig i Stov hvorpaa Dageii || 
Kunde skinne — det var en daarlig Tanke, \\ 
Men da arbeidede den i min lljarne, || At selv i 
Doden Jians frifbdte Bryst |j 1 et saadant Morkt- 
Fangsel ei kunde hvile. || Jeg kunde have 
sparet min unyttige Bon — |1 De loe koldt •— 
og lagde ham der: || Den tlade og gronsvar- 
lijse Jord over |i Det Vasen som vi saa m'eget 
ciskedc; 1| Hans tomme KJade laa uvenpaa, || 
Et passende Minde om et saadant Mord. 

Vlll. 

Men ban Yndlingcn og Blomsien || Mest 
elsket fra sin Fodc-Stund, || Sin Moders Billed 
i skjont Ansigt || Vor hele Sla^gls barnlige 
Kjarllghed[s Gjenstand], H Sin martyr [kronjede 
Faders kjareste Tanke, || Min sidste Omsorg, 
for hvem Jeg sogte, || At opspare mil LIv, at 
bans kunde blive || Mindre elendigl nu og en 
Dag frit; || Han, ogsaa, som hidtil havdc be- 
varet uiidmattet j| En Aand (d. e. Mod) na- 
tiirlig eller inspireret — H Han, ogsaa, hlcv 
slaact, (d. e. lagt paa Sygelejet) og Dag efter 
Dag 11 Visnedc ban paa Stilken hen. |i Ob, 
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Oh, God! it is a fearful thing 
To see the human soul take wing 
In any shape, in any mood: — 

I’ve seen it rushing forth in blood, 

I’ve seen it on the breaking ocean 
Strive with a swoln convulsive motion, 
I’ve seen the sick and ghastly bed 
Of sin delirious with its dread: 

But these were horrors — this w'as woe 
Unmixed with such— butsureaiidslow; 
He faded and so cairn and meek, 

So softly worn, so sweetly weak, 

So tearless, yet so tender — kind, 

And grieved for those Ire left behind; 
With all the while a cheek whose bloom 
Was as a mockery of the tomb. 

Whose tints as gently sunk away 
As a departing rainbow’s ray — 

An eye of most transparent light 
That almost made the dungeon bright, 
And not a word of murmur — not 
A groan o’er his untimely lot, — 

A little talk of better days, 

A little hope my own to raise, 

For I was sunk in silence — lost 
In this last loss of all the most; 

And then the sighs he would suppress 
Of fainting nature’s feebleness, 

Wore slowly drawn, grew less and less; 
I listen’d but I could not hear — 

I call’d for 1 was wild with fear; 

I knew’twas hopeless, but my dread 


Would not be thus admonished; 

I call’d, and thought I lieard a sound — 
I burst my chain with one strong bound. 
And rush’d to him: I found him not, 

/ only stirred in this black spot, 

I only lived — / only drew 
The accursed breath of dungeon dew; 
The last — the sole — the dearest link 
Between me and the eternal brink, 
Which bound me to my failing race 
Was broken in this fatal place. 

One on the earth, and one beneath — 
Wy brothers — both had ceased to 

breathe: 

I took that hand which lay so still 
Alas! my own W'as full as chill; 

I had not strength to stir or strive, 

But felt that I was still alive — 

A frantic feeling when we know 
That what we love shall never be so. 

I know not why 
, I could not die, 

I I had no earthly hope — but faith, 

' And that forbade a selfish death. 

IX. 

What next befell me then and tlierc 
; I know not well — I never knew — 
i First came the loss of light and air, 

■ And then of darkness too: 

I had no thought no feeling — none — 
Among the stones I stood a stone, 

; And was, scarce conscious whatl wist. 


Gurt! (let er en fr>gtelig: Tinjr || At see den 
menneskelige SJaU tage Vlnge || 1 enhver Skik- 
kelse, i enhver stemning: — || Jeg liar seet 
den styrtende ud 4 iUod, 1| Jeg sar seel den 
paa Bolgehriids llavet |1 KJaimpc incd en svul- 
niende kranipeagtig licvaigelse, || Jeg liar sect 
den syge og gjenfairdlignende Seng [[ Af Syn- 
den vild af dels Frygt: [Subjeciet er; at see 
MenneskeU Sjajl tage Vlngej || Men dis.se vaie 
Kadsler — delie var Kuinmer || Ublandcl af 
saadanne — men sikker og langsom; || Ilan 
falmedc og saa rollg og sagtinodig, || Saa sagtc 
iidtairct, saa yndigl [saa iridlagende] svag, || 
Saa taarelos, dog saa dm — [saa] mild, |1 Og 
bekymret over dem lian cfterlod; jj Kele TLdeii 
ined en Kind hvis Blomstren || Yar som Gra- 
vens Spot, II Hvis Farvcskjair ligesaa sagie ddde 
hen II Som en forsvindende Regnbues Straalc — || 
Et iije af del meest gjennemsigtige [d. e. kla- 
reste] Lys , || Som nieslen gjorde del Mdrke- 

Fffiiigsel lyst, || Og ikke et Ord af Miirmlen — 
ikke II En Sldnnen over hans ubelimclige 
Lod, — II En Smule Tale om bedre Dage, 

En Smule Haab for at relsc [ophjsipe] mil, 

Thi jeg var hensjunken i Taushed — tabt | 

I dette sidste Tab, det sldr.sle af alle ; || Og 
da, de Siik som ban vilde undertrykke || Af 
den vansmffiglende Naturs Kraftldshed, || Mere 
tangsomt dragne, bleve mindre og mindre: || 
Jeg lytiede men jeg kiinde ei hore — || Jeg 


raabte, thi jeg var vild af Skra-k; || Jeg vidste 
det var haabldst, men min Frygt 1| Vilde ikke 
lade sig saaledes tilrcltevisc; || Jeg raabte, 
og troede jeg horte en Lyd — j| Jeg sprangte 
min Easnke ined eel slairkt Spring, |1 Og styr- 
tede hen til ham; — Jeg fandt ham ei, || J^{/ 
kun rbne mig paa dette surte Sted, || Kun. 
jey levede — Kun Jey drog |i l)et forbandede 
Aandedrag af Murke-Foingsels Duggen; || Uen 
sidste — den eneste — den kjaireste Ltenke || 
Mellem mig og den evige Bred, |j Som bandt 
mig til min burlsvtndendc Sla‘gl, || Blev briidt 
paa dette ulykkeligc Sted. || Een paa Jordon, 
og een under [den] — || Aline Brbdre— begge 
havdc ophort at drage Aande; |1 Jeg log den 
Ilaand sotn laa saa stille, || Ach! min even 
var fold saa kold ; || Jeg liavde ingen Kraft 
til at rdre mig eller anstrainge mig, || Aliui 
fiilte at jeg var endnu illve || En rasende 
Fblelse, naar vi vide || At Dot som vi ehke 
aldrig skal blive dot. H Jeg veed ei hvorfor || 
Jog ei kiinde do, |i Jeg havde Intel jordisk 
Haab —men Tro, || Og den forbdd en selvlsk Uod. 

IX. 

Ilvad der na;st haindte sig med mig da og 
der II Veed Jeg ei riglig — Jeg vidste det al¬ 
drig — 11 Fbrst kom Tahet af Lys og Luft, H 
Og da af Morke ogsjia: 1[ Jeg havde ingen Tanke, 
ingen Fblelse — ingen — || Iblandt Stenene 
stod Jeg en Steen || Og var mig n»ppe bevidst 
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As shrubless cra^s within the mist; 

For all was blank, and bleak, and grey, 
It was not night — it w as not day, 

It was not even the dnngeon-light. 

So hateful to niy heavy sight, 

But vacancy absorbing space, 

And fixedness— without a place; 
There w ere no stars — no earth — no 

time — 

IVo check — no change — no good — 

no crime — 

But silence, and a stirless breath 
Which neither was of life nor death; 

A sea of stagnant idleness, 

Blind, boundless, mute, and motionless! 

X. 

A light broke in upon my brain, — 

It was the carol of a bird; 

It ceased, and then it came again. 

The sweetest song ear ever heard, 
And mine was thankful till my eyes * 
Ban over with the glad surprise. 

And they that moment could not see 
I was the mate of misery; 

But then by dull degrees came back 
My senses to their wonted track, 

I saw the dungeon walls and floor 
Close slowly round me as before, 

I saw the glimmer of the sun 
Creeping as it before had done, 

But through the crevice where it came 
That bird was perch'd, as fond and tame, 
And tamer than upon the tree; 


livad je; vidste, || Som huskidse Klipper i 
Taagen; || TJii alt var dde, og giistent og 
graat, || Det var ci A'at — del var ei Dag \ 
J)er var ei en Gang Mdrkc-Fa*ngsels Lyset, I 
Som var mil lunge Syn saa forhadt, [| Men 
[der var] Toinlied opslugejide KumniPt || Og 
^ Stillestnaen — iiden en Plads; [] Der vare ingeii 
’ Stja^rner — ingen Jord — ingen Tid— j| liigeji 
Standsning (?) — itjgen Forandiing — inlet 
Godt — ingen Forbryilelse — H Men Taiished. 
og en bevsgelseslds Aande || Som hverken var 
ar Liv cller Dud ; || En Su af slagnerende (slille- 
staaende) UrkeiilOsIied, |{ Jtlind, griendselds, 
stum, og beva:gel3cslds! 

X. 

Et Lys brdd ind paa min Hjasrne, — || Det 
var en Fugb Quidren ; j| Den horte op , og da 
kom den igjen, || Den sOdeste Sang (som) Ore-, 
negensinrie hOrtc, (| Og mit var taknemineligt 
indtil mine Ojne |! Fldde over ved den glade 
Overraskelse, || Og de i det Ojeblik kunde ei 
see 11 (At) jeg var Elendighedens Faille; I| Men 
da ved slave Grader kom tilbage II MineSandser 
til deres vante Spor, H Jeg saa det Morke 
Fsngsels More og Gulv || Liikke sig lang.soml 
rundt oin mig som for, || Jeg saa Glimlct af 
Solen II Ivrybende som det fbr havde krobet \\ 
Men igjennem Revnen hvor det kom || Havde 
hiin Fugl nedladt sig, kjxlcn og tarn, |i Og 
tammere end paa Trreet; \\ En elskelig Fugl, 


A lovely bird, with azure wings, 

And song that said a thousand things. 
And seemed to say them all for me! 

; I never saw its like before, 

I ne’er shall see its likeness more; 

I It seemed like me to want a mate. 

But was not half so desolate, 

And it was come to love me when 
None lived to love me so again, 

And cheering from my dungeon’s brink, 
Had brought me back to feel and think. 
1 know, not if it late were free. 

Or broke its cage to perch on mine, 
But knowing well captivity, 

Sweet bird ! I could not wish for thine ! 
Or if it were in winged guise, 

A visitant from Paradise; 

For - Heaven forgive that thought! the 

wdiile 

Which made me both to weep and smile; 
I sometimes deem’d that it might be 
My brother’s sou! come dowm to me; 
But then at last away it flew. 

And then H was mortal — well I knew. 
For he w ould never thus have flown, 
And left me twice so doubly lone — 
Lone — as the corse within its shroud, 
Louc — as a solitary cloud, 

A single cloud on a sunny day, 
While all the rest of heaven is clear, 

A frow'ii upon the atmosphere, 

That had no business to appear 

When skies are blue, and earth is gay. 


med azurblaa Vinger, 1| Og Sang som sagde 
Tusinde Ting, || Og syntes at sige dem alle 
for inig! || Jeg saa aldrig dens Ligo for || 
Jeg skal aldrig see dens Lignelse mere: jj 
Den syntes som jeg at mangle en Mage, || Men 
var ei halv saa forladt, || Og den var kommen 
for at clske mig da |j Ingen levcde for at elske 
mig saaledes igjen |1 Og jublende fra mitMorke- 
FajngseU Rand || Havde bragt mig tilbage til 
at fijic og t®nke. |i Jeg veed ci om den nylig 
hav«le Vieret fri 1] Eller havde brudt sit Duur 
for at nedlade sig paa mil, H Men da jeg vel 
kjendte Fangenskab || Sdde Fugl! kunde jeg 
ei bnske (lit! [Fangensk.] || Eller om det var, 
i vinged Skikkelse, \\ En Hesoger fra Para- 
diis; II Thi — Uimmelen tilgive den Taiike! 
den Gang |j Som bragle mig baade til at grtede 
og smile; || Jeg tsenkte sommetider at den 
kunde vtere || Min Broders Sja^l kommen ned 
iil mig; || Men da til sidst ilbj den borl, || 
Og da var den diidelig — det vidste jeg vel, ij 
Thi l»an viide aldrig saaledes vajre llojcn, [| 
Og have efterJadt mig to Gange saa dobbelt 
ensom,— || Knsoin, som Liiget i sit Liiglagen, 
Ensoni — som en enkelt Sky, i| En eneste 
Sky, paa en Solskinsdag, || Naar hole den 
bvrige Himmel er klar, 1| En Pande-Rynke paa 
Almosphffiren, || Sum slot tkke havde nOdig 
at vise sig jj ?iaar Himlene ere blaa, og Jor« 
den fru. 
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XI. 

A kind of change came in my fate, 

Wy keepers grew compassionate; 

I know not what had made them so, 
They were inured to sights of woe, 
Put so it was — my broken chain 
With links unfastened did remain, 

And it was liberty to stride 
Along my cell from side to side, 

And up and down and then athwart 
And tread it over every part; 

And round the pillars one by one, 
Returning where my walk begun, 
Avoiding only, as I trod, 

My brother’s graves without a sod 
For if I thought with heedless tread 
My step profaned their lowly bed, 

My breath came gaspingly and thick. 
And my crush’d heart fell blind and sick. 

XH. 

I made a footing in the wall. 

It was not therefrom to escape. 

For 1 had buried one and all 

Who loved me in a human shape; 
And the whole earth would henceforth 

be 

A wider prison unto me: 

No child — no sire — no kin had I, 

No partner in my misery; 

I thought of this, and 1 was glad. 

For thought of them had made me mad ; 
Rut I was curious to ascend 


To my barr’d windows, and to bend 
Once more, upon the mountains high, 
The quiet of a loving eye. 

xni. 

I saw them ~ and they w'ere the same, 
They were not changed like me in frame; 
I saw their thousand years of snow 
On high — their wide long lake below. 
And the blue Rhone in fullest flow'; 

I heard the torrents leap and gush 
O’er channell’d rock and broken hush; 
I saw the white-wall’d distant town, 
And whiter sails go skimming down; 
And then there was a little isle, 

Which in my very face did smile. 

The only one in view; 

A small green isle, it seem’d no more. 
Scarce broader than my dungeon floor, 
Rut in it there were three tall trees, 
And over it blew the mountain breeze, 
And by it there were waters flowing, 
And on it there w'ere young flowers 

growing, 

Of gentle breath and line. 

The fish swam by the castle wall, 

And they seemM joyous each and all; 
fhe eagle rode the rising blast 
Methought he never flew so fast 
As then to me lie seemed to fly, 

And then new' lears came in mine eye, 
And I felt troubled — and would fain 
1 had not left my recent chain; 


XI. 

En Slags af Forandring kom i min Skjajbne l| 
Mine Vogtere blevc medlidende; 1| Jog veed 
ci hvad der iiavde gjort dem del, || De vare 
lisrdede mod Kummers Syncr, || Men saaledes 
var det: — min brudte Kjajde H Forblev med 
nbcfsstede Linker, || Og del var Frihed at 
skrsve nd || lien ad Cellen fra Side til Side, || 
Og op og ned, og da tvers over, 1| Og trasde 
over liver Deel deraf. 1| Og rundt om SOjlernc 
den ene eficr den anden, ]| Og vende tilliage 
hvor min Spadseregang begyndtc || Kun und- 
gaaende, i del jeg gik \\ Mine Brbdres Grave 
uden CriinsYKr; H Thi hvis jeg tajnkte ved 
uagisom TrjBdcn, || Mine Trin liavde vanhelli- 
get deres lave Lejc, \\ Mit Aandedrst blev 
gispende og tykt, |[ Og mIt knuste Hjarte 

faldt blindt og vansmagtendc. 

xir. 

Jeg gjorde Fodtrin i Muren, H Det var ei 
for at undslippe derfra, j| “nii jeg havde be- 
gravet ecn og alle (d. c. enhver) [] Som 
elskede mig i menneskclig Skikkelsc; || Og 

hole Jorden vilde herefler blivc H Et videre 
Fttngsel for mIg: || Inlet Barn — Ingen Fader 
— ingen Slajgt havde jeg, [1 Ingen Dcllager 
(Ftclle) i min Elendiglied ; || Jeg tsenkte paa 

detlc og jeg var glad [derover], || ThI Taiike 
pm dem vilde have gjort mig afsindig; |j Men 


jeg var nysgjerrig efter at slige op [[ Til mine 
giltrcdc Yinducr, ogat relte || Fn Gang endnii 
paa de hoje Bja;rge, || Det rolige (Rlik) af et 
elskende Oje. 

Xlll. 

Jeg saa dem — og de vare dc samme H 
De vare ei som jeg forandrede i Skikkelse; i| 
Jeg saa deres Tusinil Aar af Snee |1 Oveniil 
'— deres vide lange Indso nedenfor, || Og den 
blaa Klionellod i fuldeste Strom; || Jeg hbrte 
Bjergstrdmmene springe og spnidle |1 Over ud- 
hulede Klipper og (gjennemjbrudl Busk; || 
Jeg saa den Iivtd-murcde fjierne By, || Oglivi* 
dere Seil gaa strygende ned; || Og saa var 
der en lille 0, 1| Som smilede mig lige i An- 
slgtot, II Den eneste i Sigle; || En lille grbn 
6 , den syntes ei stbrre, || Neppe bredere end 
mit Mbrke-Fiengsels Gulv, || Men paa den vare 
tre libje Traior, H Og over dem blaiste Bjajrg- 
Kulingen, || Og forbi den flod der Vande, || Og 
paa den vare iinge Blomstre voiende, |j Af 
mild Aande [d. e. Dufl) og Farve. || Fiskene 
svommede ved Kastels Muren, [| Og de syntes 
glade enhver og alle : || Omen reed paa den 

sligende BIxst, || Jog tsnkte den aldrig ilui 
saa fast II Som da fur mig den syntes at tl^ve, |[ 
Og da kom nye Taarer i mil Ole, || Og jeg 
folte (mig) foruroiiget (forsiyrret) — og iin- 
skede gjajrne H (At) jeg ei havde forladt min 
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And when I did descend, again, 

The darkness of my dim abode 
Fell on me as a heavy load; 

It was as is a new-dug grave 
Closing o'er one we sought to save, — 
And yet my glance too much oppress’d 
Had almost need of such a rest. 

XIV. 

It might be months, or years, or days, 
I kept no count — I took no note, 

I had no hope my eyes to raise. 

And clear them of tlieir dreary mote; 
At last men came to set me free, 

I ask’d not why, and reck'd not where. 
It was at length the same to me, 
FeiierM or fetterless to be, 

I learn’d to love despair. 


And thus when They appear’d at last 
And all my bonds aside were cast, 
Thesejicavy walls to me had grown 
A hermitage — and all my own! 

And half I felt as they were come 
To tear me from a second home; 

With spiders I had friendship made. 
And watch’d them in their sullen trade, 
Had seen the mice by moonlight play, 
And why should I feel less than they? 
We were all inmates of one place. 

And I, the monarch of each race, 

Had power to kill — yet, strange to tell! 
In quiet we had learn’d to dwell — 

My very chains and I grew' friends, 

So much a long communion tends 
To make us w'hat we are; — even I 
liegain’d my freedom w'ith a sigh. 


nys(baarne) Kja;de; |j Og da jeg steeg ned 
igjen, II Faldt min dunkle Vaanings Morke || 
Pan mig som en tung Byrde; || Det var soin 
en nylig gravel Grav cr || Der Iiikker sig over 
een vi sogle at redde, — || Og dog mil Blik 
(Syn), for meget overvaldet, |j Triengle n®- 
slen til en saadan Hviie 

XIV. 

Det kunde vjere Maaneder, Aar, eller I)age, || 
Jeg holdt ingen Ilegning — jeg lagde inlet 
Maerke (dertil) , || Jeg Jiavde intet Haab om 

at oplofte mine Ojne 1| Og klare udaf dem 
deres Iriste Slbv; |t Tilsiilst kom der Maend 
for at saette mig paa fri Fod, || Jeg spurgte ei 
hvorfor, og brod mig ei om Jtvor, || Det var 
na endelig mig det samme || rjaodcleret eJler 
fjaedderlbs at vaere. || Jeg lasrte at elske For- 


tvivlelsen. jj Og saalede.s da de viiste sig til> 
sidst, I! Og alle mine Baand bleve kastede 
tilside, II Yare disse svajre Mure for mig 
blevne 1| En Eneboers Vaaning || og ganske 
mine egnel || Og halv folte jeg som de vare 
komne Ij For at rive mig bort fra rail andet 
Iljem. II Med jEdderkoppe havde jeg sliftet 
Venskab, || Og passet paa dem ved deres uhyg- 
gelige Ilaandvaerk, || Havde seet Musene lege 
i Maaneskinnet, || Og hvi skulde jeg foie 

[mig?] mindre end de [m ?] ? jl Vi vare alle 
Indbyggere af eet Sted , || Og jeg Monarthen 
over hver Slaegt, H Havde Kraft [Magt] lil at 
dra;be — dog s®rt at fortslle ! || I Ro (Fred) 
havde vi l®rt at bo — || Selv mine Lanker 
(Fjffidre) og jeg bleve Venner, |t Saameget 
bidrager et langvaiigt Falledskab || Til at 
gjore os hvad vi ere. — selv jeg 1| Gjenvandt 
min Fribed raed et Suk. 


Although the preceding is a narrative poem, 
and the subject elegiack; still it is here ad¬ 
visedly classed with Lyrical Poems. We have 
here the suhlimity of woe painted in a lan¬ 
guage, and with a feeling truly lyrical. There 
is in this Poem, epos, drama, elegy and ode 
all concentrated in one: here is a serious and 
jsad story told with epic dignity; but the teller 
of the story is like The Ancient Mariner of 
Coleridge, an eminently dramatic person pre¬ 
supposing on 5 or two persons, and not a 
large audience, that are listening to him; the 
subject is one of deep affliction and still deeper 
affection and accordingly thoroughly elegiack; 


but the vividness of the colouring, the forte 
of description, the depth of feeling is lyrical: 
The noble poet has also sometimes varied the 
metre after a lyrical fashion: There arc lyri¬ 
cal passages of an analogous description to be 
found in Homer; those, g. in the Iliad B. XVI. 
v. 7—10 where the lyrical strength mainly de¬ 
pends on the vividness, the appropriateness, 
the deep truth of the description. Byron’s 
motto seems, also here, to have been: Difficile 
e.st proprie communia dicere , and surely his 
Lordship overcame that difficulty better than 
most poets, whether of ancient or of modem 
times. 
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From Moore’s National Melodies. 


Reason^ Folly aud Beauty. 
(Italian Air). 

Reason, and Folly, and Beauty, they say, 
Went on a.party of pleasure one day: 
Folly play’d 
Around the maid, 

The bells of his cap rung merrily out; 
While Beason took 
To his sermon book — 

Oh! which was the pleasanter no one 

need doubt, 

Which was the pleasanter no one need 

doubt. 


Beauty, w'ho likes to be thought very 

sage, 

Turnhl for a moment to Keason’s dull 

page, 

Till folly said, 

„Look here, sweet maid!*' ~ 

The sight of his cap brought her back 

to herself; 

While Reason read 
His leaves of lead, 

With no one to mind him, poor sensible 

elf! 

No — no one to mind him, poor sensible 

clf! 


Then Reason grew jealous of Folly’s 

gay cap; 

Had he that on, he her heart might en¬ 
trap — 

„There it is,” 

Quoth Folly, „old quiz!” 

(Folly w^as ahvays good-natured. His 

said,) 

„Undcr the sun 
„Thcre’s no such fun, 

„As Reason with my cap and bells on 

his head, 

„Reasoii wdth my cap and bells on his 
• head!” 


But Reason the head-dress so awk¬ 
wardly wore 

That Beauty now likHl him still less 

than before 

While Folly took 
Old Reason’s book, 

And twisted the leaves in a cap of such 

ton. 

That Beauty vow’d 
(Though not aloud) 

She lik’d him still better in that than 

his own 

Yes, — lik’d him still better in that than 

his own. 


Fornuft, haarskah ag Skjbnhed. 

Formift og Daarskal) og Skjonhed, sigti dc || 
Cfik (ud) paa en Lyst-Tour en Dag; H Daar- 
skab legedc [[ R«ndt om Plgen. || Bjalderne 
paa bans Hue ringede hstigt hdit; || Medens 
Fornuft tog H Sin Forelassnings-Bog — H Oh, 
hvUken dervar den behageligere behover Ingen at 
Ivlvle om, II llvllken der var den behageli¬ 
gere behOver ingen at Ivivle om. 

Skjonbed, som holder af at ansccs for me- 
get viis, II Yendte sig el Ojeblik til Fornufls 
dbsige RIad || Indtil Dnarskab sagdo, || '’Sec 
her, sode Pige!” — It S>nei af bans Hue 
bragte hende lilbago tilsigselv; |1 Medens 
Fornuft Isestc, || Sine Blade af Bly, [d. e. 
lunge, kjsd.sonimelige] || Og ingen brud sig 
om ham stakkels forsiandige Alf! H Nei — 
ingen brOd sig om ham stakkels forstandige Alf! 


Da blev Fornuft sklnsyg paa Daarskabs miiii- 
tre Hue; |] Havde Jjan den paa, kunde han 
fange hendes Hjterle — ]| ’’Der er den” || 
Sagde Daarskab, ”du gamle Gjsk!” 1| (Daar- 
skab var allld godmodig, siger man,) || ’’Un¬ 
der Solen II ”Dcr or ingen saadan Spas || 
”Som Fornuft med min Hue og Bjaelder paa sit 
Hoved, II ’’Fornuft med min Hue og Bjzelder 
paa sit Hoved!” 


Men Fornuft bar dettc Hovedpynt saa kei- 
tet, II At Skjonhed nii kunde lide ham endnu 
mindre end fur; |] Medens Daarskab tog || 
Gamle Fornufts Bog, || Og snoed Bladene til 
en Hue af en saadan Ton (Mode) || At SkJQn- 
hed svor || (Skjont ikke hoit), [[ Hun holdt 
mere af ham med don paa end bans egen, || 
Ja, — holdt mere af ham med den paa end 
bans egen. 
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All That's Bright Must Fade, 
(Indian Air). 

All that’s bright must fade, — 

The brightest still the fleetest; 

All that’s sweet was made, 

Hut to he lost when sweetest. 

Stars that shine and fall; — 

The flower that dro|)s in springing; — 

These, alas ! are types of all 

To which our hearts arc clinging. 

All that's bright must fade, — 

The brightest still the fleetest; 

All that’s sweet was made, 

But to be lost when sweetest. 

AVho would seek or prize 
Delights that end in aching? 
ho would trust to ties 
That every hour are breaking? 

Better far to be 

In utter darkness lying 

Than to be bless’d with light and see 
That light for ever flying, 

All that’s bright must fade, — 

The brightest still the fleetest; 

All tljal’s sweet was made, 

But to be lost when sweetest. 

Those Evening Bells, 

(Air. — The Bells of St. Petersburgh.) 

Thoseeveningbells! those evening bells! 

How many a talc their music tells, 


Of youth, andhome, and that sweet time, 
When last I heard their soothing chime. 

Those joyous hours are pass’d away; 
And many a heart that then was gay, 
Within the tomb now darkly dwells, 
And hears no more those evening bolls. 

And so ’twill be when I am gone; 

That tuneful peal will still ring on, 
AVhile other bards shall walk these dells 
And sing your praise, sw'eet evening 

bells. 

A Temple To Friendship, 
(Spanish Air.) 

„A temple to Friendship”, said Laura 

enchanted 

„T will build in this garden, — the 

thought is divine!” 

Her temple was built, and she now only 

w^anted 

An image of Friendship to place on 

the shrine. 

She flew to a sculptor, who set down 

before her 

A Friendship, the fairest his art could 

invent; 

But so cold and so dull, that the youthful 

adorer 

Saw plainly this was not the idol she 

meant. 


iMt hvad (Icr er lyst maa falme, — || Det 
lysesie endog liurligst; 1| Alt Jivad der er 
sddt, blev fjort, 1| Kiin for at tabes naar (det 
er) sodest. jl Sljffrner soni skinne oj Talde ;— || 
Klomslen som falder af i det den udsprin^er;— ji 
Ach! disse ere SindliHleder paa all, || Hvortil 
vore Iljeerter klyngc siy. || Alt hvad der er 
lyst maa falme, — <tc. 


Ilvo vilde sfije eller skalte H Clteder som 
ende I Smerte? |l Hvo vil forlade sig paa 
Haand 1| Som hver Time sonderbrydes ? j| 
l.angt bedre at vaire || 1 fnldkomment Morke 

ligjende, || End at vare velsiftnet med Lys 
0 (? see II Det l.ys bestandig flygtende. ]| Alt 
hvad der er lyst maa falme, — Ac. 


Disse Aftcnklokker! disse Aftenklokker! ] 
Hvitr mangen en Ilistorio dercs Musik I'ortaller, j 


Om Urigdom, og Hjem, og den sode Tid, |1 Da 
sidst jeg hbrte deres trostende Kimen. 

Disse glade Timer ere forbi; 1| Og mangt 
et Hjarte. som da var muntert, 1] Boer nu 
morkt i Graven, || Og liorer el mere disse Af¬ 
tenklokker. 

Og saaledcs bliver det, naar jeg er borte; H 
Den melodiske Klang vil ringe fort, || Medens 
andre Skjalde vil spadsere 1 disse Dale, || Og 
synge eders Priis sOde Aftenklokker. 

Yens kabs-Temp let. 

,,Et Tcmpel for Yenskab,” sagde Laura, 
henrykt, || ,,Vil jeg bygge i denne Have — 
Tanken er guddommelig!” || Hendes Tempcl 
blev bygget, og nu fattedes hende kun || Et 
Billed af Yenskab at satte paa Pjedestalen. || 
linn iilte hen til en Billedhugger, som salte 
ned for hende || En Venskali[s Gud], den 
skjonneslc bans Konst knnde opflnde; 1| Men 
saa kold og saa sI6v, at den iinge Tilbederske |1 
Saa klart det ei var det Billede hun meente. 
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„0h! never,*’ she cried, „could I think 

oi enslirii)in<r 

,jAn image whose looks are so joyless 

and dim; — 

„But yon little God upon roses reclining, 
„We’llinake, if you please, Sir, a 

Friendship of him.” 

So the bargain was struck; with the 

little God laden, 

She joyfully flew to her shrine in the 

grove; 

„Fare well”, said the sculptor, „you arc 

not the first maiden 
„Who came but for Friendship, and 

took away Love. 

Love And Hope. 

(Swiss Air.) 

At morn, beside yon summer sea 
Young Hope and Love reclined; 

But scarce had noontide come, when he 
Into his bark leap’d smilingly, 

And left poor Hope behind. 

„l go’’ said Love, „to sail a while, 
Across this sunny main;'’ 

And then so sweet his parting smile, 
'fhat Hope, who never dreamt of guile, 
Believ’d he’d come again. 

She lingered there till evening’s beam 
Along the waters lay; 


And o’er the sands in thoughtful dream, 
Oft trac’d his name, which still the stream 
As often wash’d away. 

At length a sail appears in sight. 

And tow’rd the maiden moves! 

’Tis Wealth that comes, and gay and 

bright. 

His golden bark reflects the light, 

But Ah! it is not Love’s. 

Another sail — 'twas Friendship show’d 
Her night-lamp o’er the sea; 

And calm the light that lamp bestow’d ; 
But Love had lights that warmer glowed. 
And where, alas! was he? 

Now fast around the sea and shore 
Wight threw' her darkling chain; 

The sunny sails were seen no more, 
Hope’s morning dreams of bliss were 

o’er, — 

Love never came again. 

When Love toas a Child. 
(Swedish Air.) 

When, Love w'as a child, and wentidling 

round, 

’Mong flowers, the w hole summer’s day, 
One morn in the valley a bow'er he found, 
I So sweet it allured him to stay. 


,,0h! aldrig,” raabte him, ,,kiinde jegttenke 
paa at stelte paa Ficdcslalen || ,,Et Rilled, 
hvis Rlikhe ere saa glajdelose og duiikle; — || 
,,Men hiln lille Cud, hvilende pan Koser, jj 
,,Vi vil gjore, hvIs I)e hehager, llorre, en Ven- 
skabfs Cud] af ham” || Saa Kjbbct blev sliit- 
tet; med den lille Gud bel®ssct \\ Floi him 
glad til sin Piedestal i Lunden. ]) ,,Farver’, 
sagdc BilU'dhuggeren , ,,dii cr cl den forste 
Pige II ,,Som kom Kiin for Veyis^ub og tog 
bort A/nor.” 

Amor Off Spes. 

I Morgonstunden , ved hiin Sonmier-So, H 
L'nge Spes og Amor hvilte (sig): || Menneeppe 
var Miildagsstunden kommen da ban || 1 sin 

Raad sprang smilende, || Og lod slakkels Spes 
(blive) tilbage. 

,,Jeg gaaer” sagde Amor ,,at seilc cn Slund || 
,,0ver delle Solskins Ilav;*’ || Og da (var) 
bans AfskcdS'Smiil saa s&dt, || At Spos, som 
aldrig drdmte om Svig, || Troed’ han vilde 
komme Igjcn. 

Han tovede der til Aftenens Straale || 
Langs henad Yandene laa; |] Og over San- 


dene, i tankefuld Drum, |1 Ofte skrev (hun) 
hans Kavn, som dog Strommen |i Ligesaa ofte 
vadskede bort. 

Tilsidst kommer der et Sell i Sigte, H Og 
hen til Pigen bevager sig! || Det er Plains 
som kommer, og prunkende og lys || Hans 
gyldne Raad kaster Lyset tilbage, || Men, ach' 
det er ei Amors. 

Nok et Seil—det var Venskab som vllste [| 
Sin Natlampe overSberi; || Og roligt [var] det 
Lys som den Lampe ydede, |1 Men Amor Jiavde 
Lys som varmere glddcde, || Og hvor, ach! 
var han ? 

jVa hurtlgt rundt om So og Strande || ka< 
stede ^at sin mdrknende Kjaede; || I)e beso- 
lede Seil saaes ei mere, || Spes’s Morgcndrdmrae 
om Lyksalighed vare forbi, || Amor kom aldrig 
tilbage. 


Da Amor var et Barn , og gik orkcslds om> 
kring || Blandt Biomstre, den hele Sommer- 
dag, II En Morgen i Dalen et Lysthuas han 
fandt, II Saa yndigt at det lukkede .ham til at 
blive (der). 
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O’erhead from the trees, hung a garland 

fair, 

A fountain ran darkly beneath; — 
’Twas Pleasure had hungup Iheflow’rets 

there; 

Love knew it, and jump’d at the 

wreath. 


But Love did not know — and, at his 

weak years, 

AVhat urclnii was likely to know? — 
That Sorrow had made of her own salt 

tears 

The fountain that murmur’d below. 


lie caught at the wreath — but with too 

much haste, 
As boys when impatient will do — 

It fell in those waters of briny taste 
And the flowers were all wet through. 


This garland he now wears night and day; 
And though it all sunny appears 


With Pleasure’s own light, each leaf, 

they say, 

Still tastes of the Fountain of Tears. 

Who'll hiiy My Love - fCnots? 

(Portugnese Air) 

Hymetiy late, his Love-knots selling, 
Call’d at many a maiden’s dwelling. 
None could doubt, who saw or knew 

them, 

IIynien*s call was wel come to them. 
„Who’ll buy my love-knots? 

„VVho’II buy my love-knots?” 

Soon as that sweet cry resounded, 

How his baskets were surrounded! 

Maids, who now first dreamt of trying 
Those gay knots of Hymen’s lying; 
Dames who long had sat to watch him 
Passingby, but ne’er could catch him ; — 
Who’ll buy my love-knots? 

Who’ll buy iny love-knots? 

All at that sw^eet cry assembled; 

Some laugh’d, some blush’d, and some 

trembled. 


Foroven fraTraeriie hanp en fager Krands, |1 
En Kilde randt riunkelt nedenfor; — [[ Det 
var Vellyst som havdc ophsngt Smaablom- 
5lrene der; || Amor vidsle det, og sprang 
efter Krandsen. 

Men Amor vidste ei — og i Iians spsde 
Aar. II Hvilken Rolling knnde va;ntes at vide ?— |i 
At 8org Jiavde dannet af sine egne salteTaa- 
rer || Kilden som murmlede nedenfor. 

Han greb efter Krandsen — men alt for iil- 
fairdigt, || Som Drenge naar [de ere] nlaal- 
modlge let gjbre — || Den faldt i hine Vande 
af Sallvands Smag, || Og Rlomstrene bleve 
ganske gjennemvaade. 

Dcnne Krands bsrer han nu ^'at og Dag; || 
Og skjont den viser sig ganske bestraalet 11 


*) Loye-knots, td'cV.axiai tax True love-knots 
er det samme som Bride favours: det. er en 
Sl&ife af Silkebaand, meest hvidt Atlask, som 
I forrige Tider i England ogFrankrig med rund 
Haand uddelies til alle Bryllups Gjjester og andre 
Venner; de som saaledes udmffrkedes skulde 
here denne Sloife i Ilatten nogle Uger. Dette er 
Hovedsagen ved Sand-KJaerligheds Knuden eller 
Sloifen. Men med dcnne Skik ere desuden for- 


Med Vellysts eget Lys, hvert Blad, sige de H 
Smager bestandig af Taarernes Kltde. 


Hymen nylig ved at s«lge sine Kjaerligbed- 
Sloifer, *) || Besogte mangen en Piges Bolig, || 
Ingen kunde betvivie som saa ellcr kjendte 
dera, 11 (At) Hymens Bes6g var dem velkom- 

ment, !| ij: Hvo vil kjiibe mine Kja;rligheds- 
Sloifer? :l: |i Saasnart det sbde Raab gjenlod [| 
Hvor bans Karve bleve omgivne ! 

Piger som nu fdrst drbmte om at forsoge || 
Hine muntre Sloifer som Hymen bandt; 1| Darner 
som Isnge havde siddet og passet paa ham 1| 
Gaacnde forbi, men aldrig kunde fange ham; || 
Hvo vil kjobe mine Kjajrlighcds-Sloifpr ? : j: || 
Allc ved det sbde Raab forsamledes; || ^ogle 
to, nogle rodmede, og nogle skjalv. 


bundne Varsler, Spaadomme og megen Symbo- 
llk, hvorom Oplysning kan soges i Brand's Po¬ 
pular Antiquities (Sir H. Ellis’s Udg.) under 
Bride Favours. Den Skik paa St. Yalentins- 
Dag (den 14de Februar) at overraske sine Ven¬ 
ner med anonyme Valentins-Breve med indlagte 
True-love-knots Bruges endnu af den Britiske 
Ungdom af begge KjOn. 
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„llere are knots”, said Hymen, taking 
Some loose flowers, „of liOve's own 

making; 

„flere are gold ones — You may trust 

’em” — 

% 

„Thcse of course found ready custom). 
„Come buy my love-knots! 

„Coine buy my love-knots!” 

„Soinc are labeM’d: ’Knots to tie men — 
„Love the maker — Bought of Hy¬ 
men.” 

Scarce their bargains were completed 
When the nymphs all cried, „We are 

cheated! 

„Sec these flowers — they’re drooping 

sadly; 

„This gold-knot, too, ties but badly — 
„Who’d buy such love-knots? 
„Who'd buy such love-knots? 

„Evcn this tie with Love’s name round 

it — 

„A1I a sham — He never bound it.” 

Love, who saw the whole proceeding, 
Would have laugh’d, but for good- 

breeding; 

While old Hymen, who was used to 
Cries like that these dames gave loose 

to — 

„Take back our love-knots! 

„Take back our love-knots!” 


Coolly said, „Therc’s no returning 
„Wares on Hymen’s hands — Good 

morning!” 

Nets Cages 
(Swedish Air.) 

Come, listen to my story, while 
Your needle’s task you ply; 

At what 1 sing some maids will smile, 
While some, perhaps, may sigh. 
Though Love’s the theme, and Wisdom 

blames 

Such florid Songs as ours, 

Yet rnith sometimes, like ea stern Dames, 
Can speak her thoughts by flowers. 
Then listen, maids, come listen, wliile 
Your needle’s task you ply; 

At what I sing there’s some may smile, 
While some, perhaps, will sigh. 

Young Cloe bent on catching Loves, 
Such nets had learned to frame, 

That none in all our vales and groves 
E’er caught so much small game: 

But gentle Sue, less given to roam, 
While Cloe’s nets were taking 
Such lots of Loves, sat still at home, 
One little l..ovc-cagc making. 

Come, listen, maids &c. 


,,Her ere Sloifer” sa?de Hymen, tajendc || 
Nogle lose Klomstre, ,,soin Amor selv har for- 
f«rdiget; || ,,Her ere nojcle af Gnld — I kan 
lidc paa dem” — H (For disse vare der natur- 
ligvils Kiinder paa rede llaand). | :{. Korn 

kjftb mine Kjerligheds - Slftifer! :1; ] ,,Nogin 

mod don Etiquette: SlOifer til at binde Maind — || 
,,Forf®rdigede af Amor ■— kjobte af Hymen !” 

Nspppe var deres Ilandol afsluttet H Da 
Nymphernc alle raabte: „Vi ere snydte, |! 
,,See disse Blomstre — de htenge ynkeligt meil 
Hovedet; || ,,0g saa denne Guld-Sloife, den 
hsftcr kun daarligt. || :|: ,,Hvo vilde kjohe 

saadanne Kjerligheds-Sloifer?;]: \\ ,,Selv dettc 
Bnand med Amors Navn rundt om , || ,,A11- 

sammen Bedrag — Han har aldrigbundet det.” 

Amor, som saa hele Atfairen, [j Yilde have 
leet hvis han el liavdc vairet altfor dannet, H 
Medens gamle Hymen, som var vant til Ij Saa¬ 
danne Skrig som disse Darner ndbrdd i — ]| 
:|: ,,Tag vore Kjasrligheds-Slolfer tilbage [I 
Sagde ganske koldsindigl: ,,Der kan ei retour- 


ncres \\ Varer paa Hymens Hander ■— God 
Morgen!” 

og Bure. 

Kom, lyt til min Historie, medens || Eders 
Naals Opgave I rogter; 1| Over det jeg synger 
vilde noglo Figer smile, || Medens nogle kan- 
skee vll sukke. || Skjont Kjarllghed er Almnet 
og Yisdom dadler [| Saadanne blomstrende 
Sunge som vore, || Saa kan dog Sandhed iin- 
dertlden, liig osterlandske Darner, || rdtale 
sine Tanker ved Blomstre: || Derfor iytter 
Piger, kom Iytter medens || Eders Naals Op- 
gavft 1 rogter; |j Over det jee synger ere der 
nogle som kiinne smile, 1| Medens andre, kan< 
skee, vil sukke. 

Den unge Cloe, oplagt til at fange Amorer, H 
Saadanne Net havdo lart at danne, || At in¬ 
gen i alle vore Dale og Lundc, |1 Nogensinde 
fangede saa meget Smaa-Yildt. H Men den 
blide Susannah , mindre tilbojellg til at fditc 
omkring H Meden.s does Net tog H Sandan en 
Majngde Amorer, sad stille hjemme || Arbei- 
dendc paa et lille Kjarlighcds Buur. || Kom 
Iytter Piger «tc. 


*) Suggested by the following remark of 
Swift: — ,,Tho reason why so few marriages 


are happy, is because young ladies spend their 
time in making nets, not in making cages," 
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Much Cloc laughM at Susan's task; 

Blit mark how lliin<fs went on : 

These light caught Loves eve you could 

ask 

Then' name and age, were gone! 

So weak poor Cloe’s nets were wove, 
That, though she charm’d into them 
New game each hour, the youngest Love 
Was able to break througli them. 
Come, listen, maids &c. 

Meanwhile, Young Sue, whose cage 

was wrought 

Of bars too strong to sever, 

One Love with golden pinions caught. 
And cag’d him there for ever; 
Instructing, thereby, all co(|ueltcs 
Whate’er their looks or ages, 

That, though His pleasant weaving Nets 
'Tis wiser to make Cages. 

Thus, maidens, thus do I beguile 
The task your fingers ply: — 

May all who hear like Susan smile, 

And not, like Cloc, sigh! 


From The Irish Melodies. 

(by MOORE.) 

Go where glory waits thee. 

Go where glory waits thee, 

But, while fame elates thee. 

Oh! still remember me; 

When the praise thou meetest 
To thine car is sweetest, 

Meget lo Cloe over Susannahs Arbcide |j Men 
msrker hvorledes Ting:cne g:ik sldcn; || Dissc 
letfangede Amorer, inden I kunde spurge |1 
Oni derus Navn og Alder, vare boric! j Saa 
svagt vare slakkels does ?Jet vajvede, | At, 
skjdnt hun fortryllede indi dem || IS’yt Vildt 
hver Time, den yngste Amor H Var istnnd til 
at bryde igjennem dem. 11 Korn, lytter, Piger <fcc, 

imidlertid ungc Susannah, hvis Bnur var 
gjort II Af Stajnger for st«rke til at bryde, |1 
Fangede een Amor med gyldne Vlnger || Og 
indesliittede ham I Buret for stedse: || Beljc- 
rende derved allc Coquetter, || Hvordan deres 
Udseende og Alder end er, H At skjont det er 
behagcligt at va!ve ?(el, |i Er det viscre at 
forfjBrdlge Bure. 

Saaledes, Piger. saaledes forkorter jeg H 
Det Arhelde eders Klngre rogte: — || Maatle 
allc som hure smile sum Susannah, || Og ei 
som Cloe, sukke ! 


(iaa hvor Hteder v*nter dig, || Men mens 
Ryet gjor dig stolt, j| Oh! alligevel erindre 
mig. 11 >'aar den Roes du mfider !1 For dlt 


Oh then remember me. 

Other arms may press Ihec 
Dearer friends caress thee 
All the joys that bless thee 
Sweeter far may he; 

But when friends are nearest 
And when joys are dearest 
Oh! then reineinher me! 

When at eve thou revest 
By the star thou lovest 
Oh ! then remember me, 
Think, when, home returning 
Bright we’ve seen it burning, 
Oh! thus remember me. 

Oft as summer closes, 

When thy eye reposes 
On its ling’ring roses, 

Once so loved by thee; 
Think of her who wove them, 
Her who made thee love them, 
Oh! then remember me. 

When around thee dying, 
Autumn leaves are lying, 

Oh! then remember me. 

And, at night when gazing 
On the gay hearth blazing 
Oh! still remember me. 

Then should music, stealing 
All the soul of feeling 
To thy heart appealing, 

Draw one tear from thee; 
Then let memory bring thee 
Strains 1 used to sing thee, — 
Oh! then remember me. 


Ore cr sodest H Oh I da erindre mig. H Andre 
Arme knnne trykke dig, || Kjeerere Venner 

kjajrtegno dig, || Alle de Cladcr som lykaalig- 
gjore dig, I1 Kunne vsre langt sodere : || Men 
naar Venner ere narmest, H Og naar Gledererc 
kjsrcste || Oh! da erindre mig! 

Naar om Aftenen du vankcr || Ved den 
Stja!rne du elsker, || Oh! da erindre mig. || 
Ta^nk paa, da vendendc tilbage bjem, || Klarl 
vi have sect den brsendo, || Oh! saaledes cr> 
indre mig., || Ofte i Sommerens Slulning, || 
Naar dlt Oje hviler sig \\ paa dens nblende 
Roser, II Engang saa [megel] elskede af dig, || 
Ta:nk paa Jiende som vajvcde dem, |1 Henrie 
som hragte dig til at elskc dem, H Oh! da 
erindre mig. 

7\aax rtindt om dig, duende || H5s(b1ade 
ligge, II Oh! da erindre mig [{ Og om Afte- 
nen, naar du .stirrer || Paa den muntre Arne 
bliissende, || Oh! stedse erindre mig. || Da, 

dersom Muslk skuide, stj®lende || Hele Fblel- 
sens Sjeel, || Til dit Iljairtu lalende, |{ Lokke 
cn Taare fra dig; || Da lad Hukommelsen 
bringe dig H Toner jegpleiede atsynge dig, — jj 
Oh! da erindre mig. 
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Ill Omens, 

When daylight was yet sleeping under 

the billow, 

And stars in the heavens still lingc-* 

ring shone, 

Young Kitty, all blushing, rose up from 

her pillow, 

The last time she e'er was to press it 

alone; 

For the youth whom she treasured her 

heart and lier soul in 

I Had promised to link the last tic be¬ 
fore noon; 

And when once the young heart of a 

maiden is stolen, 

The maiden herself will steal after 

it soon. 


As she look’d in the glass, which a 

woman ne’er misses, 
Nor ever wants time for a sly glance 

or two, 

A butterfly fresh from the night flo^ver's 

kisses, 

Flew over the miror and shaded her 

view. 

Enrag’d with the insect for hiding her 

graces, 

She brush’d him — he fell alas! never 

to rise: 

„Ah! such,” said the girl, „is the pride 

of our faces, 

„For which the soul’s innocence too 

often dies.” 


While she stole thro The garden where 
heart’s-ease was growing 
She cull’d some and kiss’d off its night- 

fall’n dew ; 

And a rose, farther on look’d so temp¬ 
ting and glowing 

That spite of her haste she must gather 

it too: 

But while o'er the roses too carelessly 

leaning 

„ller zone flew in two and hcarts-ease 

was lost: 

„Ah! this means,” said the girl (and 
she sigh’d at its meaning) 
,;That love is scarce worth the repose 

it will cost!” 

The Origin of the Harp, 

’Tis believ’d that this Harp, which I 

wake now for thee, 
Was a Syren of old, who sung under 

the sea; 

And who often, at eve, thro ’the bright 

waters rov’d, 

To meet, on the green shore, a youth 

whom she lov’d. 

But she lov’d him in vain, for he left 

her to weep, 

And in tears, all the night, her gold 

tresses to sleep; 

Till hcav’n look’d with pity on true love 

so warm. 

And chang’d to this soft Harp the sea¬ 
maiden’s form. 


Onde Varsler. 

Da Dagslyset endnn sov under Boljen }[ 
Og Sljxrncn paa Himmelcn endnu nolende 
skinnede, [] Unge Killy, gauske rbdmende 
stod op fra sin Pude, || Den sidste Gang hun 
nogensinde skulde trykke den alene 1| Thi den 
Yngling hun opbevarede sit I?j«rte og sin Sj®! 
i II llavde lovet at knytte det sidste Daand 
inden Mlddag; || Og naar engang cn IH&es 
unge njsrte er stjaalet, || Vll Unginoen selv 
stjajle sig efter det snart. 

Som hun saa i Speilet, hvilket en Qvinde 
aldrig glemmer, || Og aldrig mangier Tid for 
et listigt Blik eller to, || En Sommerfugl frisk 
fra Xatbiomstrenes Kys |1 Flol over Speilet og 
beskyggede hendes Syn. || Opbragt paa Insec- 
tet for at det skjulte hendes Yndigheder, || 
Bbrstede hun det [vsk] — det faldt, achl for 
aldrig at staae op. || ,,Ach! saadan,” sagde 
Pigen, ,,er vore Ansigters StoUhed, |] ,,For 
hvilken Sjslens Dskyldighed altfor ofle doer.” 

Medens hun listede sig gjennem Haven hvor 


Hjertens-Fryd voitc , || Piukkedc hun nogle 
(deraf) og bortkyssede den om Nattcn faldne 
Dug; II Og en Rose langere henne, saae saa 
fristende og glbdende ud , || At llltrods for 
hendes Hast hun maa plukke den ogsaa. |i 
Men medens over Roserne for 8kj6deslost hun 
bdjede sig, || Brast hendes Belle ilu og Hjer- 
tensfryd tables. |i ,,Ach! dette betyder” 
sagde Pigen fog sukkede ved Betydningen) || 
,,At Amor nsppe er v®rd den [Sindsjro, som 
han koster. 

JIarpens Oprindelse. 

Man antager at den llarpe, som Jeg vskker 
nu for dig, || Var en Syreue 1 gamle Dagc, 
som sang under Soen; || Og som ofte I Aften- 
stunden, gjennem dc lyse Yande vandrede , |1 
For at mode, paa den gronne Strandbred, en 
Yngling hun elskedc. 

‘Men hun elskede ham forgj«ves, thi han 
overlod hende til sin Graad, |j Og (ttl) i Taa> 
rer, hele ^'atlen, sine Guldlokker at vsde; || 
Indlil Himmelen saa med Mcdynk paa hendes 
KJerlighed saa varm, !l Og forvandlerte til 
denne blode Harpe Hav-Moens Skikkelse. 
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Still her bosom rose fair — still her 
cheeks smil’d the same — 
Whileher sea-beauties gracefully form’d 

the light frame; 

And her hair, as, let loose, o’er her 

white arm it fell 

Was cliang’d to bright chords utt’ring 

melody’s spell. 

Hence it came that tliis soft Harp so 

long hath been known, 

To mingle love’s language with sorrow’s 

sad tone 

thou didst divide them, and teach 

the fond lay 

To speak love v^Iiell I’m near thee, and 

grief when away. 

Oh banquet not. 

Oh banquet not in those bowers 

Where Youth resorts, but come to me: 
For mine’s a garden of faded flowers, 
More lit for sorrow, for age, and thee. 
And there we shall have our feast of 

tears, 

And many a cup in silence pour; 

Our guests, the shades of former years; 
Our toasts to lips that bloom no more. 


There , while the myrtle’s withering 

boughs 

Their lifeless leaves around us shed, 
We’ll brim the bowl to broken vows, 
To friends long lost, the changed, the 

dead. 

Or, while some blighted laurel waves 
Its branches o’er the dreary spot, 
We’ll drink to thosc'neglected graves 
Where valour sleeps, unnam’d, forgot. 

Oh! the Shamrock. 

Through Erin’s Isle, 

'fo sport awhile. 

As Love and Valour wander’d 
With Wit, the sprite, 

Whose quiver bright 
A thousand arrows squander’d. 
AVhere’er they pass 
A triple grass 

Shoots up, with dew-drops streaming. 
As softly green 
As emeralds seen 
Through purest crystal gleaming, 

Oh the Shamrock, the green immortal 

Shamrock I 

Chosen leaf, 

Of Bard and Chief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamrock! 


Endriu liaivede liendes Barm sip fagert — 
endnii hendes Kinder smilede sum i’or, \\ Me- 
(lens Jiendes Soskjiinhcdor )ndigt dannede den 
letteUamme [d. e. FigiirJ; || Og hendes Haar, da, 
udslaget, over hendes hvide Arm det faldf, || 
Ulev forvandlct til lyseSlrajnge yttrende Mclo- 
diens Fortryllclse. 

lleraf kom det at denne hldde Harpe saa- 
Ireiige har vairet bekjendt for |1 At blande 
KjajrligJjcds Sprog med Sorrigs hedroveiige 
Tone, 11 Indtit dii dcelte dem, og iarle den 
kjserlige Sang H At tale Kjairliglied naar jcg 
or naer dig, ogSorg naar jeg er horte [fra dig]? 


Oh! hold ei Gjastebud i June Lysthuse H 
Hvor Ungdom tyer hen, men kom til mig: ij 
Till min er en Have af t'alraede Bloinslre, H 
Mere skikket for Soig, for Alderdoin, og dig. || 
Og (Icr skal vi have vort Festmaaltid af Taarer, |j 
Og mangt et Bajger i Taushed skjaenke; || Vore 
Gj®ster, de forrige Aars Skyggcr, \[ VoreSkaa- 
ler til Lffiber soni blomstre ei mere. 


*) Shamrock er et keltisk Ord (paa Gaelisk 
skrives det Seumrag') som belegner en Art 
GrjEs ellerKlover (Trifolium? ^tedicago?) 
den er Irlands sindbilledlige Vaabeninarke — 
ligesom Tidselen er Skotlands og Rosen Eng- 
lands — og Attribut til Irlands Skyts-l'atron 
St. Patrick. Sagnet forlffiller at da denne llel- 
gen , som omvendte Irland fra Hedendom til 


Der, medens Myrlln'ns falmende Grene 1| 
Deres livlbse Blade riindt om os gyde , 1| Vil 

vi randskjanke Skaalen til brudte Lbvter, || 
Til Venner lienge tabte, de forandrede, de 
dbde. 11 Eller, i det et vishet Laurbairtr® vif- 
ter 11 Sine Grene over (let melancholske Sted, H 
Ville vi drikke til hine forsomte Grave, H 
Ilvor Tapperhed sover, unievnet, glemt. 

Shumrock-en *) 

Igjennem Erins 6 ]1 For at more sig en 
Tid 11 Som Amor og Tapperhed vandredc H 
Med Viid, den Aand !1 Hvis lyse Kogger jj 
Et Tusind Pile borlodsled; || Hvor de end 

passere \\ Et tredobbelt Gr®s H Skyder op 
med Dugdraaber llydende over, H Saa bibdt 
gronl 11 Som Smaragd at sec H Gjennem den 
reneste Krystal gliintende. |1 Ohl Shamrocken 
(Sjamrokken), den gronneudodeligeShamrock! H 
Det udvalgte Blad, H For Skjald ug Movdingjl 
Gamle Erins indfudte Shamrock! 


Christendom, pr®dlkcde over Treenigheden for 
de Irske Hedninger, tog han sin Tilfiugt (ii 
Shamrocken for at anskiieliggjcire det giiddom- 
melige Mysterium; derved bicv da Shamrocken 
Irlands Sindbilled, og derefter kaldes det og- 
saa Smuragd~Oen (Emerald Isle). Erin er 
Irlands keltlske Navn. 
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„Says Valour/’ See 
„Thcy spring for me, 

„Those leafy gems of morning!” — 
Says Love, „No, no, 

„For me they grow^, 
jjMy fragrant path adorning/^ 

But Wit perceives 
The triple leaves 
And cries, „Oh! do not sever 
„A type, that blends 
,,Three godlike friends 
„Love, Valour, Wit for ever. 

Oh the Shamrock, the green, imniorlal 

Shamrock! 

Chosen leaf, 

Of Bard and Chief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamrock! 


So firmly fond 
May last the bond 
They wove that morn together, 

And ne’er may fall 
One. drop of gall 
On Wit’s celestial feather. 

May Love, as twine 
llis flowers divine, 

Of thorny falsehood weed ’em; 

May Valor ne’er 
His standard rear 
Against the cause of Freedom! 

Oh tiic Shamrock, the green, immortal 

Shamrock! 


Chosen leaf, 

Of Bard and chief, 

Old Erin’s native Shamrock 

War Song. 

Remember The Glories of Brien The 

Brave ^). 

Remember the gl ories of Brien the brave, 
Tho’ the days of the hero are o’er; 
Tho’ lost to Mononia-) and cold in the 

grave, 

lie returns to Kinkora^) no more. 
That star of the field which so often 

hath poured 

Its beam on the battle, is set; 

But enough of its glory remains on each 

sword, 

To light us to victory yet. 

Mononia! when Nature embellish’d the 

tint 

Of thy fields, and thy mountains so 

fair, 

Did she ever intend that a tyrant should 

print 

The footstep of slavery there? 

No! Freedom, whose smile we shall 

never resign. 

Go, tell our invaders, the Danes, 

That ’tis sweeter to bleed for on age 

at thy shrine, 

Than to sleep but a moment in chains. 


Tapper/ted siger, ,,see 1| ,,De tidspringe 
for mig II Disse Morgencos hladedc Aldel- 
slenel” — || Amor siger: ,,Nei, nei || ..For 
mig voxe de, |1 Min duftende Vej forskjon- 

nende.” || Men Viid i)em®rkcr |1 De tredob- 
bclte Blade || Og raaber ,,0h! adskil ikke i| 
Et Sindbilled som forener |1 Tre guderlig- 
nende Yenner H Amor, Tapperhed, Viid for 
atedse!” || OhI Sliamrocken Ac. 

(Gid) saa uldsellg kjaerligt H Maa vedlige- 
holdes det Baand || Som de den Morgen vx- 
vede tilsammen, |t Og gid aldrig der maa 
falde \\ En Draabe Galde !| Paa Viids him- 
ineiske Fjieder || Maa Amor, som der udfolde 
sig II Hans guddorameiige Blomstre, y Luge 
udaf dem den tornedo UsandJied; || Maa Tap¬ 
perhed aldrig i| Sin Fane reise || Imod Fri- 
hedens Sag! 1| Oh! Shamrocken drc. 


We subjoin the Poets own note-s to this 
War*Song: 

Brien Borombe, the great monartliof Ire¬ 
land. who was killed at the Battle of Clontarf, i 
in the beginning of the eleventh century, after ^ 


En Krigs-Sanff. 

Erindrer Brien den tappres Haider || Skjbnt 
Heltens Dage ere forbi, \\ Skjbnt tabt for 
Mononia og kold i Graven , || Han vendor ei 

mere tilbage til Kinkora, {j Uin Slagmarkens 
Stjeerne, som saa ofte har udgydt || Sin Straale 
paa Kampen er gaaet ned, l| Mlmi nok af dens 
Haider er tilbage paa hvert Svzerd, || For at 
lyse os til Sejer endnu. 

Mononia! da Naturen forskjonnede Far- 
von II Af dine Marker og dine saa skjbnne 
Bjcrge, II llavde hun i Sinde at en Tyran 
skulde tr>kke || Traildommens Fodspor derV|| 
Nei! Frihed, hvis Smill vi skal aJdrig opgive jj 
Gaa , fortail vore Angribere, de Danske, i| At 
det er sbdere at biode et Aarhundred ved dit 
Alter, II End at sovc, kun etOjeblik, i Lainker. 


having defeated the Danes in twenty five 
engagements. 

^1 Munster. 

3j The palace of Brien. 
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Forget not our wounded companions 

who stood 

In the day of distress by our side; 
While the moss of the valley grew red 

with their blood, 

Theystirr'd not, but conquer’d and died. 
That Sun which now blesses our arms 

with his liglit 

Saw them fall upon Ossory’s plain ; — 
Oh! let him not blush, when he leaves 

us to-night. 

To find that they fell there in vain. 

Wreath the Bowl, 

Wreath the bowl. 

With flowers of soul, 

The brightest Wit can find us; 

We’ll take a flight 
Tow’rds heaven to night 
And leave dull earth behind us. 

Should Love amid 
The wreaths be hid. 

That Joy, the enchanter brings us, 

No danger fear, 

While wine is near, 

We’ll drown him if he stings us; 

Then wreath the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The biightest Wit can find us; 

We’ll take a flight 
Tow’rds heaven to night 
And leave dull earth behind us. 

'Twas nectar fed 
Of old, ’tis said, 

Glem ei vorc soarede Kamerailer som stode || 

1 Nodens Tid ved vor Side; || Medens Dalens 
Moss hlev rddt af dei-es Blod, || De rdrte dem 
ei men seiri de og ddde. || Den Sol som uu 
velsigncr vore Vaaben med sitLys, 1| Saa dem 
falde paa Ossorys Sletie, || Oh! lad den ei 
rtidrae naar den forlader os iafien, |1 Ved at 
tJnde de faldt der forgj®ves, 

En Irsk Di'ikkevise. 

Eekrands Bolden || Med Sj^lens Blomstrc, || 
De lyseste Viid han flnde for os; || Vi vil 

tage en Flugt || Mod Hiralen i Aften || Og 
lade den dbsige Jord blive lilbage, || Hvis 
Amor skulde iblandt |1 Krandsene skjiiles, j| 
Som (llaiden, den Troldmand, hringeros, jj 
Frygt ingen Fare [] Saalajngc Viin er i N®rhe- 
den, ]1 Vil vi druknc ham hvis han stikker 
os; II Bekrands da Bolden. Ac. 


Their Junos, Joves, Apollos; 

And man may brew' 

His nectar too, 

The rich receipt’s as follows: 
Take wine like this, 

Let looks of bliss 
Around it well be blended, 

Then bring Wit’s beam 
To warm the stream. 

And there’s your nectar splendid! 
So wreatli the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightest Wit can find us; 
We’ll take a flight 
Towh’ds heaven to night 
And leave dull earth behind us. 

Say, why did Time, 

His glass sublime, 

Fill up with sands unsightly, 
When wine he knew, 

Runs brisker through 
And sparkles far more brightly? 
Oh ! lend it us, 

And, smiling thus, 

The glass in two we’II sever, 
ftlake pleasure glide 
In double tide, 

And lill both ends for ever! 

Then wreath the bowl 
With flowers of soul, 

The brightest Wit can find us; 
We’ll take a flight 
Tow’rds heaven to night 
And leave dull earth behind us. 


Det var Neclar som narede || 1 gamle 

Dage sigor man || Deres Juno’r, Jupitere, Apo- 
loer: ]1 Og Mennesket kan brygge ([ Sin Noc- 
tar ogsaa, || Den rige Recept er som folger: || 
Tag Viin som denne, || Lad LyksaligJieds 
Btikke || Rundt omkring den vei blive sam- 
menbiandede, || Bring saa Viidels Straaie || 

Til at varme Stromnien, !| Og der have 1 eders 
Nectar splendid! || Saa bekrands Bollcn A*c. 

Sig, hvorfor Kronos l| Sit opbbjede Clas, |1 
Opfyldte med Sand som ei tog sig godt iid, || 
Da Viin som han vidste \\ Lbber rappere igjen- 
ncm, II Og funkier langt mere brillant? || 
Oh! giv os det, || Og, smilende .saaledes, || 
Ville vi adskille Giasset i to, || LadeGlaiden 
glide 11 1 dobbelt Strom || Og fylde begge 
Ender for beslandig! |1 Bekrands da Bolden Ac. 


Thi.s alludes to an i]itcre.sling circum¬ 
stance related of the Dalgais, the favourite 
troops ofBrieti, when they were interrupted 
in their return from llie battle of Clonlarf. by 
Fitzpatrick, prince of Ossory. The wounded 
men entreated , lliat they migiil be nllow'ed to 
flght with the rest.— ,,tpt stakes (they said) 
be stiich in the ground, and suffer each of 


us, tied to and supported bg one of tkeso 
stakes, to be placed in his rank bg the side 
of a sound man.” ,.Between seven and eight 
hundred wounded men (O’Halloran adds) pale, 
emaciated, and supported in this maiuior, ap¬ 
peared mixed with the foremo.st of the troops; 
— never was such another sight exhibited’, — 
History of Ireland, book XII. c]>ap. I. 
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From Moore’s Legendary Ballads. 


The high-born Ladye. 

In vain all the Knights of the Undei wald 

woo’d her, 

Though brightest of maidens, the proud¬ 
est was she; 

Brave chieftains they souglit^ and young 

minstrels they sued her. 
But worthy were none of the high born 

I.adye. 

„Whomsoevcr I wed”, said this maid, 

so excelling, 

„That Knight must the conqu’ror of 

conquerors be; 

„He must place me in halls fit for mo- 

narchs to dwell in; — 
„None else shall be Lord of the high 

born Ladye !“ 

Thus spoke the proud damsel, with scorn 

looking round her 

On Knights and on Nobles of highest 

O tt 

degree; 

Who humbly and hopelessly left as they 

found her, 

And worshipp’d at distance the high¬ 
born Ladye. 

At length came a Knight, from a far 

land to woo her, 

With plumes on his helm like the foam 

of the sea; 


His vizor was down — but, with voice 

that thrill’d through her, 
He whisperd his vow’s to the high born- 

Ladye. 

„Proud maiden! I come with high spou- 

sals to grace thee, 

„In me the great conqu’ror of conque¬ 
rors see; 

„Enthroned in a hall fit for monarchs 

I’ll place thee, 

„And mine thou art for ever, thou high 

born-Ladye.” 

The maiden she smil’d, and in jewels 

array’d her, 

Of thrones and tiaras already dreamt she; 
And proud was the step, as the bride¬ 
groom convey’d her 
In pomp to his home, of that high born 

Ladye. 

„But whither”, she starting exclaims, 

„have you led me? 

jjHere’s nought but a tomb and a dark 

cypress tree; 

„Is this the bright hall in which thou 

wouldst wed me?” 

With scorn in her glance, said the high 

born Ladye. 


l)en Huibaarne Dame. 

Forgjaives alle Ridderne fra Unlerwald frlede 
til hende, j) Skjont den favreste af Moer, den 
stoltesie var liun; 1| Tappre Ilovdinger, so.ele, 
0 ? unge Skjalde de beilcde til hende, li Men 
ingen var vierdig til den huibaarne Dame. 

,,TIvosomlielst jeg agter”, sagde deiine Mb, 
saa fortrinlig, \\ ,,Den Ridder maa en Sejer- 
herre over Sejerherrer v®re; || ,,Han maa 
sfftte inig i Sale skikkede for Monarcher at 
bo i; — j| ,,Ingen anden skal blive Herre 
over den hoibaarne Dame!” 

Saaledes talte den stolle Ungmo, mod For- 
agt seende rundt om sig, || Paa Riddere og 
Adelsmeend af hbjeste Rang; || Soin ydmygt 
og haabibst forlod som de fandt hende, || Og 
tilhad i Afatand den hbibaariie Dame. 

Endelig kom en Ridder fra et fjeriit Land 
at frie til hende, || Med Fj«dre paa Hjselmen 


soin Skiim paa Sben; || Hans Visir var node 
— men med en Stemme som dirrede igjennem 
hende, || Hviskede lian sit Frieri til den hoi- 
baarne Dame. 

,,Stolt Mb! jcg koinmcr med hoi Formcling 
at liaidre dig, || ,,I inig den store Sejerherre 

over Sejerherrer see; || ,,Paa en Throne i en 
Sal skikket for Monarcher vll jeg sajtte dig, \\ 
,,(»g min er du for sledse, dii huibaarne Dame 1*’ 

Moen him smilte, og i Juveler pyntede sig, |j 
Om Throuen og Tiarer alterede drbmte him; |j 
Og stolt var Skridtet (da ilrudgbmmen forte 
hende |1 Med Pragt til sit Hjein) den hbj- 
baarnc Dame. 

,,Men hvorhen” raaber bun overrasket ,,liar 
I fort mig? II ,,IIer er Intel andet end en 
Grav, og el morkt Cypressus Tr», || ,,Er dette 
den lyse Hal i hvilken du vilrie xgte inlg?”|| 
Med Foragt i sit Oje, sagde den hoibaarne 
Dame. 








Lyrical Poems. 


49 


,/Tis the home”, he replied, „of carth^s 

loftiest creatures” — 
Then lifted his helm for the fair one to 

see; 

Put she sunk on the ground — 't was 

a skeleton's features 
And Death was the Lord of the high 

born Ladye! 

The Leaf and the Fountain. 

„Tell me, kind Seer, I pray thee, 

,jSo may the stars obey thee, 

„So may each airy 
„l\Ioon-elf and fairy 
„l\ightly their homage pay thee! 

„Say, by what spell, above, below, 

„[n stars that wink or flow’rs that blow, 
„I may discover, 

„Ere night is over, 

„Whetlier my love loves me or no, 
„Whether my love loves me.” 

jjMaiden, the dark tree nigh thee 
„Halh charms no gold could buy thee; 
„Its stem enchanted, 

„By moon-elves planted, 

„Will all thou seek’st supply thee, 
jjCIimb to yon boughs that highest grow, 
„Bring thence their fairest leaf below; 
„And thou’lt discover 
„Ere night is over 

^Whether thy love loves thee or no, 
^Whether thy love loves thee.” 


„See, up the dark tree going 
„With blossoms round me blowing, 
„From thence, oh Father 
„This leaf I gather, 

„Fairest that there is growing. 

„Say, by what sign I now shall know 
If in this leaf lie bliss or woe; 

And thus discover 
„Ere night is over, 

„Whether my love loves me or no, 
jjWhether my love loves me.” 

„Fly to yon fount that is welling, 
„Wherc moonbeam ne’er had dwelling, 
„Dip in its water 
„That leaf, oh Daughter, 

„And mark the tale 'tis telling. 

„Watch thou if pale or bright it grow, 
„List thou,the while, that fountain’s flow% 
jjAnd thou’lt discover 
„Wliether thy lover, 

„Lov’d as he is, loves thee or no, 
„Lov’d as he is, loves thee.” 

„Forth flew the nymph, delighted 
„To seek that fount benighted; 

But scarce a minute 
The leaf lay in it. 

When, lo, its bloom Avas blighted! 

And as she ask’d with voice of woe — 
Lisl’ning, the while, that fountain’s 

flow — 

„Shall I recover 
„!My truant lover?” 

The fountain seem’d to answer, 

The fountain answ^ered, „Ko”. 


,,Det er Hjemmet,” gjensvarede Ivan, ,,for 
Jordens hojeste Skabninger”. H Og lofted’ da 
Hjielmcn for don Skjonne at see; || Men liun 
segned’lil Jordon — dot var et Skelets Travk, || 
Og DiiJen var Ilerre over den hdibaarne Dame. 

Bladet og Kilden. 

« 

,,SIg mig kjjere Seer jeg beder dig, || ,,Saa 
sandt vaire stjajriiene dig lydige, || ,,Saa sandt 
iiiaatte hver liiftig \\ ,,Maane-Alf og Faj || 
,,Naily yde dig Hylding! || ,,Sig ved bvilket 
Tryllcri, oppe, nede, |1 ,,I Stjairner som vinke, 
ellcr Blonistre som ndspringe, || ,.Jeg kan op- 
dage, II ,,lnden Natten er oinrne, || .,0jtimin 
Kjsereste elsker mig cUer ei, H ,,0m minKjae- 
reste elsker mig.” 

,,Ungmo, det mdrke Trte navr ved dig || 
,,Har Tryllerier som intet Guld kunde kjobe 
Dig; II ,,Dcts fortryllede Stamme 1| ,,Plantet 
af Maane-Alfer || ,,Vil alt hvad du soger for- 
skalfe dig, || ,,Klavre op til bine Grene som 
hojest voxe, |1 ,,Bring derfra deres favreste 

Blad ned; || ,,0g du vil opdage, || ,,Inden 

Natten er omme, || ,,0m din Kjareste elsker 

dig eller ei, || ,,0m din Kjaereste elsker dig.” 


See, op ad det mdrke Trie gaaende || Med 
Blomstre rundt om mig udspringende || ,,Der¬ 
fra, oh Fader, || ,,PI[ikker jeg dette Blad, || 
,,Det favreste som der voxer, || ,,Sig, ved 
bvilket Tegn jeg nu kan vide || ,,0m i dette 
Blad der er Lyksaligbed eller Rummer, |1 ,,Og 
saaledes opdage || ,,Inden Nation er omme, || 
,,0m min Kjaireste elsker mig eller ei 1| ,,Om 
min Kjajreste elsker mig. 

,,Flyv til bin Kilde som vaelder, l| ,,lIvor 
Maane-Slraale aldrig bavde Bolig, || ,,I)yp i 
dens Vand || ,,Det Blad o Batter, 1| ,,0g 

mairk (dig) den Historie det fortsller; || ,,Pass 
paa om blegt eller lyst det blivcr, 1| ,,Lyt 
med del Samme, til den Kildes Strom, || ,,0g 
du vil opdage jj ,,0m din Elsker, \\ ,,Elsket 
som ban er, elsker dig eller ei 1| ,,EIsketsom 
ban er elsker dig. 


Afsted floi Nyinphen frydefuld, || Fora 

Men nieppe et Mi 
Forend, see, det; 
Og som bun spurgte 
Lytlende med de 
II ,,Skal jeg gjen 
Elsker V” || Synte: 
Kilden at svare ,,Nei’'; 1| Kilden svarede ,,Nei. 


sbge den murke Kilde; 
nut II Laa Bladet dcri, 
friske Farve var edelagt! 
med bedrovet Stemme | 
samme til Kildens Strom 
vinde H ..Min skulkende Elsker V 


» 


4 
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III. 

SATIRICAL POEMS. 


I. 

Fables For The Hol\' Alliance. 

Tu Regibus alas 

Eripe Virgil, Georg, lib. IV. 

Clip the wings 

Of these high-flying arbitrary Kings. Dryden’s Trnnslalion. 

To Lord Bgron. 

Dear Lord Byron, 

Though this Volume should possess no olhc-r merit iu your eyes, than that of reminding you of, 
the short lime we passed together at Venice, when some of the trifles which it contains were written, 
you will, 1 am sure, receive the dedication of it with pleasure, and believe that I am , 

Illy dear Lord, 

Ever faithfully yours, 

T. B. 


Preface. 

Though it was the wish of the members of the Poco-curante Society (who have lately done me 
the honour of electing me their Secretary) that I should prefix my name to the following Oliscellany , it 
is but fair to them and to myself to state, that, except in the „painful pre-eminence" of being employed 
to transcribe their lucubrations, my claim to such a distinction in the title-page !s not greater than that 
of any other gentleman, who has contributed his share to the contents of the volume. 

1 had originally intended to take this opportunity of giving some aecount of the origin and objects 
of our Institution, the names and characters of the different members, &c. &c. — but, as I am at present 
preparing for the press the First Volume of the ^Transactions of the Puco-curante-Society,” I shall 
reserve for that occasion all further details upon the subject \ and content myself here with referring, 
for a general insight into our tenets, to a Song which will be found at the end of this work, and which 
is sung to us on the first day of every month, by one of our oldest members, to the tune of (as far as 
I can recollect, being no musician,) either „N8ncy Dawson” or „He stole away the Bacon.” 

It may be as well also to stale, for tbo information of those critics, who attack with the hope of 
being answered, and of being, thereby, brought Into notice, that it is the rule of this Society to return 
no other answer to such assailants, than is contained in the three words „Kon curat Hippoclides,” 
(meaning, in English, „Hippoclides does not care a fig,”) which were spoken two thousand years ago by 
the first founder of Poco-curanlism, and have ever since been adopted as the lending dictum of the sect 

THOMAS BROWN. 


Fables for the Holy Alliaisce. 


Fable T. 

The Dissolution Of The Holy Alliance. 

A Dreajii. 

I’ve had a dream that bodes no good • 
Unto the Holy Brotherhood. 


I may be wrong, but I confess — 
As far as it is right or lawful 
For one, no conjurer, to guess — 
It seems to me extremely awful. 


iste Fabel. 

Den Hellige Alliances Oplosning, en Drum. 

Jeg har havt en Drum som bebufler Intct 
godt II For del Hellige Broderskab. || legkan 


tage Fell, men jeg tilstaacr — |j Saavidt som 
det maalte v»re ret og lovligt || For mig, som 
ingen Hexeraester er, at gj®tte — || Den sy¬ 
ncs mig at v£re overmaade forfserdelig. 
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Methoiight, upon the Neva’s flood 
A beautiful Ice Palace stood, 

A dome of frost-work, on the plan 
Of that once built by Empress Anne, 
Which shone by moonlight — as the 

tale is — 

Like an Aurora Borealis. 

In this said Palace, furnish’d all 

And lighted as the best on land are, 

I dieamt there was a splendid Ball, 
Given by the Emperor Alexander, 

To entertain with all due zeal, 

Those holy gentlemen, who’ve shown a 
Regard so kind for Europe’s weal. 

At Troppau, Laybach, and Verona. 

The thought was happy — and design’d 
To hint how thus the human Mind 
May, like the stream imprison’d there, 

Be check’d and chill’d, till it can bear 
The heaviest Kings, that ode or sonnet 
E’er yet be-prais’d, to dance upon it. 

And all were pleas’d, and cold, and 

stately, 

Shivering in grand illumination — 
Admir’d the superstructure greatly, 1 
Nor gave one thought to the foiinda- ; 

tion. 1 


Much too the Czar himself exulted, 

To all plebeian fears a stranger, 

For,MadameKrudener,when consulted, 
Had pledg’d her word there was no 

danger. 

So, on he caper’d fearless quite, 
Thinking himself extremely clever, 
And waltz’d away with all his might, 
As if the Frost would last for ever 


Just fancy how a bard like me, 

Who reverence monarchs, must have 

trembled 

To see that goodly company, 

At such a ticklish sport assembled. 


Nor were the fears, that thus astounded 
My loyal soul, at all unfounded — 

For, lo! ere long, those walls so massy 
Were seiz'd with an ill-omen’d drip¬ 
ping* 

And o’er the floors, now growing glassy, 
Their Ilolinesses took to slipping. 

The Czar, half through a Polonaise, 
Could scarce get on for downright 

stumbling; 

And Prussia, though to slippery w^ays 
Well used, was cursedly near tumbl¬ 
ing. 


Mi? syntea at paa Nevas Flod || Et skjont 
Ils-Pallads stod, |j En KnppeUHv$Iving af 
Frost-Vairk after sainme Plan || Som det der 
engan? blev bygget af Keiserinde Anna, ]| Som 
skinnede ved Maanelya — som Historien for- 
lajller — || Ligesom et Nordlys. 

1 (let bemeldte Pallad.s, som var ?anske 
menbleret |i 0? oplyst som do bedsle paa 
Land[joi'den] ere, tl Promle jeg at der var et 
splendid Ball, || Som blev givet af Keiser 
Alexander, H For at tinderholde med al tilbbr- 
lig Iver, II Disse hellige Gentlemen, som have 
udvist en 1| Saa kjajili? Omlm for Europas 
Bedste, j| I Troppau, Laybach og Verona. 

Tanken var heldig || og var bestemt H Til 
at give Vink om hvorledes don menneskelige 
Aand H Kan , iigesom Strommen som der var 
fiengslet, |1 Holdes tilbage og afkjoles, indlil 
den kan bajre || Be svjerestc Konger, som Ode 
cller Sonnet jl Nogensinde endnu beprisle, saa 
at de kunne dandse derpaa. 

Og alle vare veltilfreds, og kolde, og stad- 
selige (stive , |1 Rystende i en storartet Illu¬ 
mination — II De beundrede Overbygningen 
meget || Og gave ikke (saameget som) een 


Tanke til Gnindvolden. || Meget Iriumpherede 
ogsaa Tsaren selv, || En Fremmed for al ple- 
bejisk Frygt, || Thi, Madame Krudener da man 
spurgte hende tilraads [j Havde pantsat sit 
[£res]0rd at der ikke var nogen Fare. |1 Saa 
fremad cabriolerede ban ganske uden Frygt jl 
Anseende sig selv for en udmsrket Dandser, i| 
Og valzede fort af alle Krjefter || Som om 
Frosten vilde vedvare for stedse. 


T«nk eder bare hvorledes en Skjald som 
jeg II Der har Alrefrygt for Monarcher, maa 
have skjajlvet i| Ved at see et saa skjont Sel- 
skab II Ved en saa kilden Forlystelse for- 
samlet. 

Ei heller var den Frygt, som saaledes over- 
vseldede || Min loyale Sjsel, i mindste Maade 
ugrundet — ]| Thi, see 1 inden kort Tid, disse 
saa massive Mure || Bleve grebne af en ondt 
varslende Dryppen H Og over Gulvene som nu 
blive glasagtige |i Begyndte deres Helligheder 
at glide. || Tsaren som var halvt igjennem en 
Polonaise, || Kunde nappe komme vldere for 
ligefrem Snublcn; |1 Og Preussen skjont til 
slibrige Veje 1| Vel vant, var forbandet ner 
ved at stbbe kolbytter. 
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Yet still 'twas, who could stamp the 

floor most, 

Russia and Austria ’mong the foremost — 
And now, to an Italian air, 

This precious brace would, hand in 

hand, go; 

Now — while old Louis, from his chair 
Intreatcd them his toes to spare — 
Call’d loudly out for a Fandango. 

And a Fandango, ’faith, they had, 

At which they all set to, like mad! 
Never were Kings (though small the 

expense is 

Of wit among their Excellencies) 

So out of all their princely senses. 

But, ah, that dance — that Spanish 

dance — 

Scarce was the luckless strain begun, 
When, glaring red, as Hwere a glance 
Shot from an angry Southern sun, 
Alight through all the chambers flam’d, 
Astonishing old Father Frost, 

Who, bursting into tears, exclaimed, 

„A thaw, by Jove — we’re lost, we’re 

lost; 

„Run, France — a second Waterloo 
„ls come to drown you —sauveqiii pent 

Why, why will monarchs caper so 
In palaces without foundations? — 
Instantly all was in a flow. 

Crowns,fiddles, scepters, decorations — 
Those Royal Arms, that look’d so nice 

Dog, bestandig gjaldt del, Avo dor kiinde 
slampe i Giilvet bedst, || Rusland og Osterrig 
t blandt do forresto. — || Og nu, til en Ita- 
Itensk Molodi jl Kande dette kostbare Par gaa 
llaand i Haand; || Nu — i dot garale Louis 
fra sin Stol jj Dbnfaldt deni om at skaane 
bans Tieer— || Fordrede det mod hoi Rost en 
Fandango. 


Og en Fandango, min Tro, ilk de, H Uvil- 
ken de alle gave dem i Hast med som om de 
vare gale! || Aldrig vare Konger (skjont Con- 
sumtionen er ringe || Af Viid iblandt deres 
Excellencer) 1| Saa [ganske] ud af alle deres 
fyrstelige Sandser. || Men ach, den Dands, — 
den Spanske Dands || Najppe var den ulykke- 
lige Tour begyndt, 1) Da gloende rbdt, (som 
om det var et Dlik || Affyret ar en vred syd- 
lig Sol), 11 Lys blussede igjennem alle Vcerel- 
serne; \\ Forhausende gamle Fader Frost, H 
Som bristende udi Taarer udraabte: || ,,Tb- 
veir! ved Jupiter — vi ere tai)te, vi ere tabte;|| 
,,Lbb, Frankrig — et andet Waterloo H ,,Er 
kommet for at drukne dig— sauve qui pent, I 
Ih, hvorforville Monarcher saaleiles capriolerc [ 

1 Paladscr uden Grundvolde? — || Paa Oje- 
blikkct var Alt i en Strom, || Kroner, FioU- 
ner, Sceptre, Decorationer — || Disse konge- 
lige Yaaben, sora tog sig saa pient ud, [| Ud- 


Cut out in the resplendent ice — 

Those Eagles, handsomely provided 
With double licnds for double dealings — 
llow fast the globes and sceptres glided 
Out of tlieir claws on all the ceilings! 
Proud Prussia’s double bird of prey 
Tame as a spatch cock, slunk away; 
While — just like France hevself, when 

she 

Proclaims how great her naval skill is — 
Poor Louis’ drowning fleiirs-de-lys 
Imagin’d themselves walerAW'xGS. 

And not alone rooms, ceiling, shelves 
But — still more fatal execution — 

The Great Legitimates themselves 
Seem’d in a state of dissolution. 

The’ indignant Czar - when just about 
To issue a sublime Ukase, 

„Whereas all light must be kept out” — 
Dissolv'd to nothing in its blaze. 

Next Prussia took his turn to melt, 

And, while his lips illustrious felt 
The influence of this southern air, 

Some word, like „Constitution” — long 
Congeal’d in frosty silence there — 
Came slowly thawing from his tongue. 
While Louis, lapsing by degrees, 

And sighing out a faint adieu 
To truffles, salmis, toasted cheese 
And smoking fondus^ quickly grew, 
Himself, into a fondu too; — 

Or like that goodly King they make 

skaarne i den skinnende Is — |j Disse Orne 
smnkt forsynede || Med dobbelte Hoveder for 
dohbelt Handel [d. e. Bedrag] || llvor hurligt 
Rlgsasblerne og Sceptrene gleed || Udaf deres 
Kloer paa alle Lofterne ! |( Det stolte Pretis- 

sens dobbelte Rovfugl || Tam som en beskaa- 
renllane(Kapiin) snegsigbort; \\ Medens —accu- 
rat lige som Frankrig selv, naar det |] Proclanie- 
rer hvor stor dels .Sbvajsens Klbgt er—|| Stak- 
kels Louis’s druknede || Bildte sig 

ind at vajre Vancl-Lilier. 

Og ikke alene Vajrelser, Lofter, Hylder, || 
Men — en endnn fatalere Execution — || Solve 
de store Legilimater [d. e. legitime Potenta- 
ter] 11 Syntes [at vare] i en Oplosnings Til- 
stand. II Den opbragte Tzar — da ban var 
just ifajvd med II Aliidstffide en oplibiet Ukas! || 
„Efter som alt Lys maa holdes ude” — H Op- 
Ibstes til intet i dets Blus. || N®st kom Tou- 
ren til Preussen at smeite, || Og, medenshans 
diircblauchlige La*ber folte || Indflydelsen af 
denne sydiige Luft, 1| Korn et eller andet 
Ord, Ugnende ,,Constitution” — la;nge || 
Storknet i frossen Taushed der — Langsomt 
toende fra bans Tunge. || Medens Louis, grad- 
vils indsvindende ]| Og fremsukkende et Wagt 
Adieu 11 Til Trbffler, Salmagundier, ristet Ost'H 
Og rygende fondus hurtigt blev || Selv til et 
fondu ogsaa; — |1 Eller lig den berligeKonge 
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Of sugar for a Twelfth-night cake, 
When, in some urchin’s mouth, alas, 

It melts into a shapeless mass! 

In short, I scarce could count a minute, 
Ere the bright dome, and all within it, 
Kings, F'iddlers, Emperors, all were 

gone — 

And nothing now was seen or heard 
But the bright river, rushing on. 

Happy as an enfranchis’d bird, 

And prouder of that natural ray. 
Shining along its chainless way — 
jMore proudly happy thus to glide 
In simple grandeur to the sea, 

Than when, in sparkling fetters tied, 
’Twas deck’d with all that kingly pride 
Could bring to light its slavery! 

Such is my dream — and I confess, 

I tremble at its awfulness. 

That Spanish Dance — that southern 

beam — 

But I say nothing — there’s my dream — 
And Madame Krudener, the she-prophet, 
May make just what she pleases of it. 

Fable II. 

The Looking-Glasses. 

Proem. 

Where Kings have been by mob-elec¬ 
tions 

Rais’d to the Throne, ’tis strange to see 
What different and what odd perfections 


som de lave || Af Sukker for en Julekage 
[l)ogst. Helliglre-Kongers-Rage] t! Naar, ach, 
den i en eller anden Fogs Mund, j| Smeller 
til en formlOs Masse! 

Kort sagl, jegktinde nappe taelle enMinat, jl 
Inden den skinnende Kuppel, og alt livad der 
vnr i den, || Konger, i'iolinspillere, Keisere, 
Alt var borte — [[ Og Intel nu blev seet eder 
bbrt It Undtagen den lyse Flod, styrtende 
from, II Lykkelig som en frigiven Fngl, j| Og 
sloUere af den nalurlige Straalc || Skinnende 
bon ad dens Ijenkelose Vej — ]| Mere stolt 
lykkelig saaledes at glide !| 1 simpel Storlied 

til Sben, || End da, i funklende Lsnkcr bun- 
den, II Don var prydet med All hvad konge- 
ligt Overmod || Kunde liringe for at belyse 
dens Traildom! || Saaledes er min Drbni —og, 
jeg tilstaaer, |1 Jeg skjalver over dens For- 
fajrdelighcd. || Hiin Spanske Dands ~ hiin 
sydlige Straale — ii Men jeg siger Intel — 
der er min Drum — || Og Madame Krudener, 
Hun-Fropheten || Kan gjore just hvad hun be- 
hager af den. 

Fabel II. 

Speilene. 

Indledning. 

Hvor Konger ere blevne ved Fbbel-Vaig || 
Opibftede paa Thronen, cr del besyndeiligt at 
sec II Ilvor forskjajllige og hvilke ssere Fuld- 


Men have requir’d in Royalty. 

Some, liking monarchs large and pliimpy. 
Have chos’n their Sovereigns by the 

w^eight; — 

Some wish’d them tall some thought 

your dumpy, 

Dutch-built, the true Legitimate. 

The Easterns in a Prince, ’tis said, 
Prefer what’s called a jolter-head; 

The’ Egyptians wer’n’t at all particular. 
So that tlieir Kings had not red hair — 
This fault not even the greatest stickler 
For the blood royal well could bear. 

A thousand more such illustrations 
Might be adduc’d from various nations; 
But, ’mong the many tales they tell us, 
Touching the’ acquir’d or natural right 
Which some men have to rule their 

fellows, 

There’s one, which I shall here recite; — 

Fable. 

There was a land — to name the place 
Is neither now my wish nor duty — 
Where reign’d a certain Royal race, 

By right of their superior beauty. 

What was the cut legitimate 

Of these great persons’ chins and 

noses. 

By right of which they rul’d the state, 
No history I have seen discloses. 


kommenlieder ]] Menneskene have fordret i 
Koiigeiis Person. || I det nogle, som holdt af 
Monarcher brede og tykke, || Have valgt deres 
Souverainer efler Vagt; — || Nogle onskede 
dem hbje, andre ansaa Eders buttede, || IIol- 
lansk-byggede, for de virkelig Legitime. ]| De' 
Orientalske Jios deres Fyrstc , siger man || 
Foretrajkke det som kaldes et TyK-hovede. j| 
iEgypterne vare slet ikke vanskellge || Naar 
deres Konger kun ikke havde rbdt llaar — || 
Den Fell kunde selv den stbrsle Forfaigter || 
Af det kongelige Blod ikke vel taale. || Et 
Tusinde Here saadanne oplysende Exemplar || 
Kunde blive fremforte fra forskjellige Nalio- 
ner. t| Men ibiandt de mange Hislorier de 
fortffille os, II Angaaende erhvervet eller na- 
turlig Ret || Sum visse Mecnd have til at re- 
gjere deres Medmennesker, || Er der een, som 
jeg vil her recitere. 

Fabel. 

Der var et Land — at naivne Stedet || Er 
na hverken mit Onske eller min Pilgt — || 
Hvor der regjerede en vis kongelig SIsgt, || 
Ifolge Rettighed af deres overordentlige Skjonhed. 

Hvad der var det legitime Snit || Af disse 
hbje Personers Hager og Nasser, || 1 Rettighed 
af livilket de regjerede Staten, || Aabenbarer 
ingen Historic som jeg har seet. 
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But so it was — a settled case — 

Some Act of Parliament, pass’d snugly, 
Had voted them a beauteous race, 

And all their faithful subjects ugly. 

As rank, indeed, stood high or low, 
Some change it made in visual organs; 
Your Peers were decent — Knights, so 

so — 

But all your common people, gorgons! 

Of course, if any knave had hinted 
That the King^s nose was turned awry, 
Or that the Queen (God bless her!) 

squinted — 

The judges doom’d that knave to die. 

ft 

But rarely things like this occurred, 

The people to IheirKing were duteous, 
And took it, on his Royal word, 

That they were frights, and He >Yas 

beauteous. 

The cause whereof, among all classes, 
Was simply this — these island elves 
Had never yet seen looking-glasses, 
And, therefore, did not know them¬ 
selves. 

Sometimes, indeed, their neighbours’ 

faces 

Mightstrike them as more full of reason, 


More fresh than those in certain places — 
But, Lord, the very thought was 

treason! 

Besides, howe’er we love our neighbour, 
And take his face’s part, ’tis known 
We ne’er so much in earnest labour. 

As when the face attaclOd’s our own. 

So, on they went — the crowd believ¬ 
ing — 

(As crowds well govern’d always do) 
Their rulers, too, themselves deceiving 
So old the joke, they thought Hwas 

true. 

But jokes, we know, if they too far go. 
Must have an end — and so, one day 
Upon that coast there was a cargo 
Of looking-glasses cast away. 

’Twas said, some Radicals somewhere, 
Had laid their wicked heads together. 
And forc’d that ship to founder there, — 
While some believe it was the wea¬ 
ther. 

However this might be, the freight 
Was landed without fees or duties; 
And from that hour historians date 
The downfall of the Race of Beauties. 


Men saaledes var det — en afjrjort Sag — I 
En Parlamentsact hygfirellgen igjennerafort, j 
Havde voteret dem en skjon Sleegt, || Og alle 
deres tro Undersaatter hajslige. 

Efler som Rangen, i Sandhed, var hoj eller 
lav, II Saa gjorde det nogen Foranriring i 
Syns Organerne, || Eders Fairer vare anstan- 
dige — Riddere, saa, saa -— || Men alle we- 
nige Folk Gorgoner [d. e. Skramslcr]. 

Det forstaaer sig at hvis nogen Slyngel 
havde givet Vink om || At Kongens Najse var 
dveiet skjcEV, || Eller at Dronningen (Gud vel- 
signe hende) skelede — || Saa fordomle Dom- 
merne den Slyngel til Dbden. 

Men saadanne Ting som denne indtraf sjail- 
den, II Folkene var pliglfolcnde mod deres 
Konge, II Og anlog paa bans Kongelige Ord, |1 
At de (selv) vare Skraemsler, og Han var kjdn. 

Hvortil Aarsagen, iblandt alle Klasser || 
Var ligefrem denne —at disse O-Alfer |1 Havde 
endnu aldrig seet Speile, || Og derfor, hjendte 
ei gig selv. 

Undertiden, 1 Sandhed deres Naboers Ansig. 
ter II Kunde frappere dem som mere fulde af 


Fornuft, || Mere friske end Ansigterne paa 

visse [hojej Steder — || Men, bevares! den 
blotte Tanke var Iloirorreederi! 

Desuden,hvormegelViendogelske vorNabo, || 
Og tage hans Ansigt 1 Forsvar, saa er det he- 
kjeudt 11 At vi aldrig anstr^nge os saa alvor- 
ligt [for den Ting], || Som naar det angrebne 
Ansigt er vort eget. 

Saaledes bleve de ved —- Majngden troende— 1| 
(Som vel regjerede M$ngder ailid gjore) H 
Deres Regjenter, ogsaa, sig selv bedragende — [[ 
Denne Spog var saa gammel, de t»nktc den 
var Sandhed. 

Men Spog, vide vi, naar den Slags gaaer 
for vidt, II Maa faa en Ende — og saaledes, 
en Dag, || Paa hiin Kyst der blev en LadningH 
Af Speile straiidet. 

Man sagde at nogle Radicaler et eller an- 
det Sted || Havde slukket deres ugiidelige 
Hoveder samineo, || Og Ivunget hiint Skib til 
at kfentre der. — || Medens andre tro at det 
var Vciret. 

Hvorledos det nu end knnde viere, Ladnln- 
gen II Blev landet uden Sportier eller Told; |1 
Og fra den Time datere Historieskriverne H Om- 
styrlelsen af Skjbnhedernes Slsgt. 
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The looking-glasses got about, 

Andgrewsoconimon through theland, 

That scarce a linker could walk out, 
VYithout a mirror in his hand. 

Comparing faces, morning, noon^ 

And night, their constant occupation 

By dint af looking-glasses, soon, 

They grew a most reflecting nation. 

In vain the Court, aware of errors 
In all the old, establish’d mazards, 

Prohibited the use of mirrors, 

And tried to break them at all ha*’ 

zards; — 

In vain—their laws might just as well 
Have been waste paper on the shelves; 

That fatal freight had broke the spell; 
People had look’d — and knew them¬ 
selves. 

If chance a Duke, of birth sublime, 
Presum’d upon his ancient face, 

(Some calf-head, ugly from all time) 
They popp’d a mirror to his Grace: — | 

I 

Just hinting, by that gentle sign. 

How little Nature holds it true, 

That what is call’d an ancient line 
Must be the line of Beauty too. 


From Duke^s they pass’d to regal phizzes, 
Compar’d them proudly with their own, 
And cried, „now could such monstrous 

quizzes 

„Tn Beauty’s nameusurp the throne!” — 

They then wrote essays, pamphlets, 

books, 

Upon Cosmetical Occonomy, 

Which made the King try various looks, 
But none improv’d his physiognomy. 

And satires at the Court were leveled, 
And small lampoons, so full of sly¬ 
nesses. 

That soon, in short, they quite be- 

dcvil’d 

Their Majesties and Royal Highnesses. 

At length — but Iiere I drop the veil, 
'fo spare some loyal folks’ sensations; 
Besides, what follow’d is the tale 
Of all such late enlighten’d nations; 

Of all to whom old Time discloses 
A truth they should have sooner 

known — 

ThatKings have neither rightsnornoses 
A whit diviner than their own. 


Speilenc kom omkrinf^, || Og bicve s&a al- 
mlndellge over [hele] Landet, |] At, nappe 
en Kjtedelflikker kunde gaae nd, || I3den ei 
Spell i sin Ilaand. 

At sammenligne Ansigter, Morgen, Middag, |1 
Og Aflen, (blev) deres liestandige Beskjsfli- 
gelse — II 1 Kraft af Spelle, snart, || Bleve dc 
en sajrdeies reflecterende Nation. 

Forgjasves Hoffet, som vidsle der vareFeil|| 

1 allc dc gamte ctablerede Kindbakker, || For- 
bod Brugen af Speiic, || Og forsogte at slaa 
dem itu hvad det end kostede. 

Forgjaves — deres Love kunde ligesna godt || 
Have vajret Maculatur paa Ilylderne; || Den 
fatale Ladning havde hrudt Trylleriet: H Fol- 
kene havde skaet, — Og kjendte sig selv. 

Traf det sig at enHertug, af ophojet Byrd, || 
Bryslcdesigaf sitclassiske (bedagede) Ansigt jj 
(Et eller andet Kalvehoved hasligt fra Arilds 
Tid,) 11 stak de et Speil [op i Ansigtet] paa 
bans Naadc. 

Just givendeVink om ved det sagte Tegn, || 
Hvorlidet Naturen anseer det for sandt , || At 
hvad der kaldes en gammel (SI®gt) Linie, || 
Maa Vtere Skjftnhedens Linie ogsaa. 


Fra Hertugers gik dc til Kongelige FJseser, || 
Sammenlignede dem stoll med deres egne || 
Og raahic: ,,nvorlcdes kunde slige forfcrdelige 
Skahilken - Hoveder || I Skjonhedens Navn 
usurpere Thronen!” 

Og saa skrev de Afhandlinger, Brochurer, 
Bogcr, 11 Om den kosmetiske Oekonomi, || Som 
bragte Kongen til at forsbge adskillige Udseen- 
der II Men intet forbedrede hans Fhysiognoml. 

Og Satirer bleve der rettede mod Hoffet ]| 
Og smaa Smsdeskrifter saa fulde af Underfun- 
digheder, || At de snart, kort sagt, ganskebe- 
djffivlede II Deres Majestater og Kongelige 
Hoiheder. 

Tilsidst — men her lader jeg Slbret falde 1| 
For at skaane visse loyale Folks Fblelser; || 
Desuden, det som paafiilgte er Historien, || 
Af allc saadanne sildigt opiyste Nationer. 

Af alle for hvcm gamle Kronos aabenbarer 1| En 
Sandhed som de burde have tidligere kjendt — f| 
At Konger have hverken Rettigheder eller 
Neeser || Den ringeste Smule guddommeligere 
end deres egue. 
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Fable III. 

The Torch Of Liberty. 

I saw it all in Fancy’s glass — 

Herself, the fair, the wild magician, 

. AVho bid this splendid day-dream pass, 
And nam’d each gliding apparition. 

’Twas like a torch-race — such as they 
Of Greece perform’d, in ages gone. 

When the fleet youths, in long array, 
Pass’d the bright torch triumphant on. 

I saw th’ expectant nations stand 
To catch the coming flame in turn ; — 

I saw, from ready hand to hand, 

The clear, though struggling, glory 

burn. 

And, oh, their joy, as it came near, 
’Twas, in itself, a joy to see; — 

While Fancy whisper’d in my ear, 
„That torch they pass is Liberty !’* 

And, each, as she receiv’d the flame. 
Lighted her altar with its ray; 

Then, smiling, to the next who came, 
Speeded it on its sparkling way. 

From Albion first, whose ancient shrine 
>Vas furnislPd with the fire already. 


Columbia caught the boon divine. 

And lit a flame, like Albion’s, steady. 

The splendid gift then Gallia took. 

And, like a wild Bacchante, raising 
The brand aloft, its sparkles shook, 

As she would setthe world a-blazing! 

Thus kindling wild, so fierce and high 
Her altar blaz’d into the air, 

That Albion, to that fire too nigh, 
Shrunk back, and shudder'd at its glare! 

Next, Spain, so new was light to her, 
Lcap’d at the torch — but, ere the 

spark, 

That fell upon her shrine, could stir, 
’Twas quench’d — and all again was 

dark. 

Yet, no — not quench’d — a treasure, 

worth 

So much to mortals, rarely dies: 
Again her living light look’d forth, 

And shone, a beacon, in all eyes. 

Who next receiv’d the flame? alas, 
Unworthy Naples — shame of shames. 
That ever through such hands should pass 
That brightest of all earthly flames! 


Fabei nr. 

Friheds-Fakkelen. 

Jeg saa det altsammen i Pliaiilastcns Glas—|| 
Han selv (var) den skjonne, den vilde Heie- 
mester, 1| Som bod denne herlige Dagrtrom at 
l>assere (forbi) , |1 Og najvnede hvert (forbi) 
glidende Syn. 

Det lignede et Fakkel-Vcddeliib — saadan 
som de [[ I Graikenland opTorte, 1 forsvnndnc 
Tidsaldere i] Da dc hurtige Ynglinge i lang 
R®kke, II Lod den Jyse Fakkel passere trium- 
pherende frem. *) 

Jeg saa de forva;ntende Nationer slaa, || 
For at gribe den kommende Flamme efter 
Tour; — |j Jeg saa fra den beredvilllge Haand 
til Uaand, || Den klare, skjonl kjajmpende 
Ilerlighed brajnde. 

Og, ah! deres Fryd, dn den koin nar, 1| 
Det var, i sig selv, en Fryd at see; — H Me- 
dens Phantasien lividskede niig i Orel: )| ,,Den 
Fakkel (som) de lade passere cr Frihed!” 

Og hver (Nation) som den modtog Flammen, || 
Opiyste sit Alter med dens Straale: jj Derpaa, 
smilende, til den naste som koni H Befordrerte 
den paa dens funklende Vei. 

Fra Albion forst, hvis gamle Alter || Var 
nllerede forsynet med denne lid, || Fangede 


Columbia den guddommelige Gave, || Og 
antandte, Ugesom Albions, en stadig Flamme. 

Den herlige Gave tog Gallia da || Og lig 
en vild Bacchantinde, 16ftende || Branden i 
Yeiret, rystede dens Gnisler, || Som om hun 
(Gallia) vilde stikke Verden i Brandi 

Da htin saaledes antandte vihlt, saa forfar- 
delig ug hiiit || Blussede hendes Alter op i 
Luften II At Albion som var for nar ved den 
lid, II Trak sig tilbage og gjos ved dens Op- 
blussen! 

Dernast Spaiiieil, saa nyt var Lys for 
hende, || Sprang til Fakkelen — men fbrend 
Gnisten || Som faldt paa hendes Alter kunde 
bevage sig, || Var den slukket — og alt var 
morkt igjen. 

Dog, nei — ifeke slukket — en Skat, (som 
er) vard || Saa meget for dc Dodelige, doer 
sjaiden || Igjen skinnede hendes (Spaniens) 
levende Lys frem, |! Og lyste som ct Fyr for 
Alles OJne. 

IIvo modtog Flammen nasi? arh, || Uvar- 
dige Bi^eapol — Skjandsels Skjandscl || At 
nogensinde gjeniiem saadanne Hander skultle 
passere || Hiin den lyseste af alle Jordiske 
Fiaminer! 


*) See Indledningen til Flatos Republik. 
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Scarce had her fingers touch’d the torch, 
When, frighted hy the sparks it shed, 

Nor waiting even to feel the scorch, 
She dropp’d it to the earth — and fled. 

And fall’n it might have long remain’d; 
But Greece, who saw her moment now, 

Caught up the prize, though prostrate, 

stain’d, 

And wav’d itroundherbeaiiteoiisbrow. 

And Fancy hade me mark where, o’er 
Her altar, as its flame ascended. 

Fair, laurell’d spirits seem’d to soar, 
Who thus in song their voices blen¬ 
ded; — 

„Shine, shine for ever, glorious Flame, 
„T)ivinest gift of Gods to men! 

„From Greece thy earliest splendour 

came, 

„To Greece thy ray returns again. 

„Take, Freedom, take thyradiant round, 
jjWhen dimm’d, revive, when lost, 

return, 

„Tdl not a shrine through earth be found, 
„On which thy glories shall not burn!” 


Fable IV. 

The Fly And The Bullock. 

P r 0 e ni. 

Of all that, to the sage^s survey, 

This world presents of topsy-turvy, 
There’s nought so much disturbs one’s 

patience. 

As little minds in lofty stations. 

’Tis like that sort of painful wonder 
Which slender columns, laboiiringundcr 
Enormous arches, give beholders; — 

Or those poor Caryatides, 

Condemn’d to smile and stand at ease. 
With a whole house upon their shoul¬ 
ders. 


If, as in some few royal cases, 

Small minds are born into such places — 
If they are there, by Right Divine, 

Or any such sufficient reason. 

Why — Heaven forbid we should re¬ 
pine! — 

To wish it otherwise were treason; 
Nay, ev’n to see it in a vision, 

Would be what lawyers call misprision. 


Nffppe havcle hendes Fingre rort ved Fakke- 
len, II Da forskrskket over de Gnlster denud- 
Sjod II Og ikke oppebiende Folelsen af Bran- 
den, II Hun lod den (Fakkelen) falde paajor- 
den — og flygtede. 

Og falden kunde den Isenge vffire forbleven; |1 
Da liellns, som saa sit Ojeblik nu, || Opfan- 
gede Skatten, skjont Hggende, tilsSlet, || Og 
viftede den riindt om sin skjonne Pande. 

Og Phantasien bad mig marke, at, over [| 
Hendes Alter, som dens (Fakkelens) Flamme 
opsleg, II Fagre, laurb«rkronede Aander syntes 
atsvieve, || Som saaledes i Sang blandede deres 
Stemmer. 

,,Skinn, skinn for stedse, herlige Flamme, jj 
,,(Du) Gudernes guddommeligste Gave til Men- 
iieskene. || ,,Fra Gra;kenland kom din tidligste 
Glands || ,,Til Griekenland vender din Slraale 
igjen tilbage. 

,,Gaa Fiihcd, gaa din siraalende Krodsgang, i| 
,,Kaar du fordunkles, bliv oplivet igjen, naar 
du labes, vend tilbage, || ,,In(Uil ikke et Al¬ 
ter paa Jorden skal Andes, || ,,Paa hvllket 
dine Herligheder ei brande!” 


*) Misprision of — Urlgtigt Forhold 

ved Forrtederi — er i Engelsk Lov den poli- 
tiske Forbrydclse, at undlade at angive for 
retie Vedkomraende det Forrajderi, forriedersk 


Tabel lY. 

Fluen og Oxen. 

In die dning. 

Af alt det som for den Vises Betragtning H 
Denne Verden fremstillcr af Endevendt, || Er 
der inlet som saa meget forstyrrer eens Taal- 
modighed, || Som smaa Sjasle i hbje Stillin- 
ger. II Det ligner den Slags af smertelig For- 
undringllSom tynde Soiler arbeidehde under || 
Uhyre Buer, foraarsage Beskuerne ; — || Eller 
(lisse stakkels Karyatider, || Som ere fordbnite 
til at smile og staa ugenert, ]| Med et heelt 
Huus paa deres Skuldre. 

Dersoni , som i nogle faae kongelige Tii- 
ffclde, ■ II Smaa SJsele blive fodte til saadanne 
Pladse It Hvis de ere der i folge Guddommelig 
Ret, II Eller nogon saadan tilstrakkclig Grund, || 
Oh! — Saa forbyde Himmelen at vi skulde 
klage! — il At dnske det anderledes vilde 
v«rc HoiforraJdcri; || Ja, selv at see det i et 

Syn II Vllde v«re hvad Jurlsterne kaldo Mis¬ 
prision. *) 


Anslag, eller Sainmensvicrgelse hvis Tilvjerelse 
er Een bekjendt — en Forbrydelse som vel ei 
straffes medDdden, men dog med denna^rmeste 
Straf dertil. 
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Sir Robert Kilmer saith — and he, 

Of course, knew all about the matter — 
„Both men and beasts love Monarchy 
Which proves how rational — the latter. 
Sidney, we know, or wronpf or right. 
Entirely differ’d from the Knight! 

Nay, hints a king may lose his head, 
By slipping awkwardly his bridle: — 
But this is treasonous, ill-bred. 

And (now-a-days, when Kings are led 
In patent snaffles) downright idle. 

No, no — it isn’t right-line Kings, 
(Those sovereign lords in leading-strings 
Who, from their birth, are Faith-De¬ 
fenders,) 

That move my wrath — ’lis your pre¬ 
tenders, 

Your mushroom rulers, sons of earth, 
W’ho — not, like t’others, bores by birth, 
Establish’d gratia Dei blockheads, 

Born with three kingdoms in their 

pockets — 

Yet, with a brass that nothing stops, 
Push up into the loftiest stations. 

And, though too dull to manage shops. 
Presume, the dolt.s, to manage nations! 

This class it is, that moves my gall. 
And stirs up bile, and spleen, and all. 
While other senseless things appear 
To know the limits of their sphere — 
While not a cow on earth romances 


So much as to conceit she dances — 
While the most jumping frog weknowof, 
Would scarce at Astley’s hope to show 

off— 


Your...s, yoiir...s dare. 

Untrain’d as arc their minds, to set them 
To any business, any where. 

At any time that fools will let them. 
But leave we here these upstart things — 
My business is, just now, with Kings; 
To whom, and to their right-line glory, 
I dedicate the following story. 


Fable, 

The wise men of Egypt were secret as 

dummies; 

And, ev'n when they most condes¬ 
cended to teach, 

They pack’d up their meaning, as they 

did their mummies, 

In so many wrappers, ’twas out of 

one’s reach. 


They were also, good people, much 

given to Kings — 

Fond of craft and of crocodiles, mon¬ 
keys and mystery; 

But blue-bottle flies were their best 

belov’d things — 

As will partly appear in this very 

short history. 


Sir Robert Filmcr sagde — og lian || 
Nalarligvlis vidste All om den Sag — || ,,Baade 
Mennesker og Dyr elske Monarch!”; ]| llviiket 
beviser hvor fornuftige — de sidste (ere). 
Sidney, vide vi, enten med Urel eller Bet, 
Var af ganske afvigende Mening fraRiddercn! 

Ja giver Vink oni at en Konge kan tabe 
Moved, II Yed at give Slip paa sit Bidsel paa 
en keitet Maade. || Men delle er hdiforr^edersk, 
nopdragent, li Og (i disse Dage da Konger tedes || 
Ved Patent-Trendser) llgefreni unytligt. || Nei, nei 

— det er ei den retie Llnies Konger, i| {Disse 
souveraine Herrer i Ledebaand || Som, fra de- 
re.s Fodsel, ere Troes-Forsvarere) || Som op- 
hidsc min Vrede—dot er Eders Prafendenter, || 
Eders Padehatte Regenter, terras filii, || Som 

— ikke som de andre Plageaander af Fodsel. || 
Etablerede Dei gratia Ktodshoveder, || Fodte 
med ire Kongeriger i deres Lommer — H Dog 
med Messing (d. e. Uforskammenhed) som In¬ 
tel standser, || Treenge sig op i de Iiojeste 
Stilllnger, || Og, skjont for sieve til at fnre- 
staa Boutiquer, j| Fordrlste sig, de Dumrianer, 
tit at forestaa ^alioner! 

Denne Klasse er det som bev®ger min 
Galde 11 Som ophidser min Lever, min Milte 
og det Hele. || Medens andre sandseslbse Tin- 
gester, synes 1| At kjende deres Spheres Oriend- 


ser— II Medens ikke en Ko paa Jorden er saa 
meget romantisk || At den skulde indbildesig 
at den dandser — H Medens den meest sprin- 
gende Fro vi kjende til, || Turde Dieppe i 
Astleys gjbre sig Maab om at vise sig — || 
Eders . . . s, eders . . . s tor || Udvede 
som deres Sjsle ere, sajtte dem || Til enhver- 
somhelst Forretning paa ethvertsomhctst Sted, || 
Til eiihver somhelst TId Daarcr vil tillade 
dem. II Men lad os her forlade disse Pado- 
hatte Tingesler H Jeg har Just nu med Konger 
at bcstille, || Til hvilke og til deres Bette- 
Llnies Hsder, || Jeg dedicerer den folgende 
Historie. 

Fa be ten. 

De vise M»nd af £gypten var tause som 
stumme M®nd; H Og selv naar de meest ned- 
lod sig til at l»re, (Folk) || Indpakkede de 
deres Mening som do indpakkede deres Mn- 
mier, || 1 saa mange .Sv6b, at man ei kunde 
naa den. 

De vare og, de gode Folk, meget henglvne 
til Konger — || Holdt af List og af Krokodi- 
ier, Abekatte og Mysterier. || Men Blaaflner 
vare de Ting de yndede meest — || Som til- 
deels vii vise sig i denne meget korte Historie. 
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A Scythian philosopher (nephew), they 

say, 

To that other great traveller, young* 

Anacharsis), 

Stept into a temple at Memphis one day, 
To have a short peep at their mystical 

farces. 

He saw a brisk blue-bottle Fly on an 

altar. 

Made much of, and worshipp’d, as 

something divine; 

While a large, handsome Bullock, led 

there in a halter, 

Before it lay stabb’d at the foot of the 

shrine. 

Surpris’d at such doings, he whisper’d 

his teacher 

„lf’tisnU impertinent, may I ask why 
„Should a Bullock, that useful and 

powerful creature, 

„Bc thus offer’d up to a blue-bottle Fly?’’ 

„No wonder” — said t’other — „you 

stare at the sight, 

„But we as a Symbol of Monarchy view 

it — 

„That Fly on the shrine is Legitimate 

Bight, 

„And that Bullock, the People, that’s 

sacrific’d to it.” 


Fable V. 

Church And Stale, 

P r 0 e m. 

,,The moment any religion becomes na¬ 
tional, or established, its purity must 
certainly be lost, because it is then im¬ 
possible to keep it unconnected with 
men’s interests; and, if connected, it 
must inevitably be perverted by them.’’ 

Soame Jenyns. 

Thus did Soame Jenyns — though a 

T ory, 

A Lord of Trade and the Plantations; 
Feel how Religion’s simple glory 
Is stain’d by State associations. 

When Catherine, ere she crush’d the 

Poles, 

Appeal’d to the benipn Divinity; 
Then cut them up in protocols. 

Made fractions of their very souls — 
All in the name of the bless’d Trinity. 
Or when her grandson, Alexander, 
That mighty Northern salamander, 
W’hose icy touch, felt all about. 

Puts every fire of Freedom out — 
When he, too, winds up his Ukases 


En Skythisk Philosoph (en Neven) siger 
man) \\ Af den anden store Reisende den nnge 
Anacharsis) |i Trodte indi et Tempel i Mem- 
sohis en Dag || For at see ct lillc Gllmt at 
deres mysliske Farcer. 

Han saa en livlig Blaa-fiiie paa et Alter, |1 
Meget gjort af, og dyrket, sora noget (der var) 
guddommeligt; 1! Medens en stor smuk Oxe 

fort did ved en Strikke, 1| Foraii den laa gjen- 
neinboret ved AUerets Fod. 

Overrasket ved en saadan Daad hviskede 
han til sin Laerer: — || ,,Hvi8 det ei er im¬ 
pertinent maa jeg sporge hvorfor H Skulde en 
Oxe, den nyttige og stjerke Skabning |[ Saa- 
Icdcs opoJTres for en Dlaaflue?” 

,,lntet Under” — sagde den anden — at 1 
stirrer paa dette Syn, 1| ,,Men ri belragte det 
som et Symbol paa Monnrehiet 1| ,,DenneFlue 
paa Alteret er den Legitime Ret, || ,,0gdenne 
Uxe, (erj Folket, som bliver offret til den.” 


*) d. e. Colonierne. 

**) Ames, demi~dmes 4*c. 

***) Salamandercn antages at have Kraft til 


Fabel V. 

Kirke og Stat. 

I n d I e d n i n g. 

,,Det Ojehlik nogensomhelst Religion bliver 
national, eller etableret, maa dens Reenhed 
visselig blive tabt fordi det bliver daumueligt 
at forebygge at den bliver forbunden med Men- 
neskenes Interesser; og bliver den forbunden 
dermed er det uundgaaeligt at den dervedfor- 
vandskes.” — SOAME JENYNS. 

Saaledes folte Somne Jenyns — skjbnt 
en Tory || En Lord overHandelen og (Sukker) 
Plantagerne ;*) || Hvorledes Religionens simple 
Haider 1 ] Beplettes ved Forbindelser med Staten. 

Da Katliarina inden hun knuste I’olakkerne || 
Appellerede til den veldaedige Guddom; || Der- 
paa .skar dem op i Protocoller, |[ Gjorde Brbk 
endog af deres Sjsle •*)— H Altsammen i den 
velsignede Trecnigheds Navn; if Eller naar 
hendes Sbnneson, Alexander, Ij Denne majg- 
tige nordiske Salamander***) 1| Ilvis iisagtige 
Berbrelse, der foies over alt, || Udslnkker en- 
hver Friheds lid — \\ Naar han ogsaa, slutter 


at slukke lid ved sin egen nalurlige Kulde og 
Fugitighed. 
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With God and the Panagia’s praises — 
When he, of royal Saints the type, 

In holy water dips the spiinge, 

With which, at one imperial wipe, 

He would all human rights expunge j 
When Louis (whom as King, and eater, 
Some name Dix-huit and some Des^ 

huilreSf') 

Calls down „St. Louis’ God” to witness 
The right, humanity, and fitness 
Of sending eighty thousand Solons^ 
Sages, with muskets and lac’d coats, 
To cram instruction, nolens volens, 
Down the poor struggling Spaniards’ 

throats — 

I can’t help thinking, (though to Kings 
I must, of course, like other men, 

bow,) 

That when a Christian monarch brings 
Religion’s name to gloss these things — 
Such blasphemy out-Benbows Ben- 

bow! 

Or — not so far for facts to roam, 
Having a few much nearer home — 
When we see Churchmen, who, if ask’d, 
„Must Ireland’s slaves be tith’d, and 

task’d. 


„And driv’n like Negroes or Croats, 
„That you may roil in wealth and 

bliss?'’ 

Look from beneath their shovel hats 
With all due pomp, and answer,. Yes!” 
But then, if question’d, „Shall the brand 
„Intolerance flings throughout that 

land, — 

„Shall the fierce strife now taught to 

grow 

„Betwixt her palaces and hovels, 

„Bc ever quench’d?” — from the same 

shovels 

Look grandly forth, and answer „No.” — 
Alas, alas! have these a claim 
To merciful Religion’s name? 

If more you seek, go see a bevy 
Of bowing parsons at a levee — 
(Choosing your time, when straw’’s be¬ 
fore 

Some apoplectic bishop’s door,) 

Then, if thou canst, with life, escape 
That rush of lawn, that press of crape, 
Just watch their rev’rences and graces, 
As on each smirking suitor frisks, 
And say, if those round shining faces 
To heav’n or earth most turn their 

disks? 


sine Ukaser y MeA Giid eg Panagias*) Lov 
og Priis — II Naar han, en Typus af konge- 
lige Helgener, |1 Dypper den Svamp i Yie- 
vand y Hvormed i een keiserlig Yisken 1| Han 
vilde alle menneskelige Rettigheder udslelle. ] 
Naar Louis (hvilken som Konge og iEder, ) 
Nogle kalde Dix-huit o^ivo%\qD es-huitres**) \ 
Kalder ,,St. Louis’s Gud” ned for at v®reYidne 
til II Retf®rd[gheden, Menneskcligheden, og 
Hensigtsraffissigheden || Af at sendc firsinds- 
tyve Tusinde Soloner; y Vise-m»nd med Mu- 
sketter og broderede Kjoler \\ For at drive 
Opbyggelsen, nolens volens, || Ned i de stak- 
kels kjjempcnde Spanieres Raise — ]1 Saa kan 
jeg el gjilre for det at jeg trenker (skjont for 
Konger || Jeg maa, naturligviis, som andre 
Mceiid, bukke) || At naar en Christen Monarch 
bringer y Religionens Navn for at hesmykke 
slige Ting — |1 At en saadan Blasphemi over- 
Benbower Benbow.***) 

Eller — for ei saa langt efter Facta at van- 
(Ire y Da vi have nogle faae langt najrniere 
Iljemmet — || Naar vi see Geistlige, som, hvis 
de sporges: |1 ,,Maa Irlands Slaver ydeTiende 


og arbeide, |1 ,,0g drives som Negre eller 

Croater y ,,For at I kan gynge i Rigdom og 
Herlighed?” || Blikke frem under deres Skovle 
Hatte y Med al tilborlig Hoitidelighed ogsvare 
,,Ja!” 11 Men saa, der som de sporges: ,,Skal 
den Brandfakkel y ,,Som Intolerancen kaster 
heelt igjennem over hiint Land, — j| ,,Skal 
den vilde Sirid som man nii opelsker || ,,Mel- 
lem hendes (Irlands) Paladser og Hytter, |1 
,,Nogensinde udsliikkes?” — fra de samme 
Skovler | Skue stormodigt frem, og svare 
,,Nei‘’— I Ach, ach! have disse en Fordring y 
Paa den barmhjrertige Religions Navn? || Soger 
I mere, gaa og see en Skare H Af bukkende 
Prajster ved en Four — y (Vailgende eders 
Tid, naar der ligger Slraa foran H En apoplec- 
tisk Biskops Dor) y Da, hvis du kan, levendc 
undslippe |1 Fra den Sirdm af Mousseline****) 
(Nctteldug?) den TrzeJigsel af Flor || Saa pass 
kun paa deres llojffirvferdigheder og Naader, y 
Som hver af de grinende Supplikanter hopper 
frem, jj Og sig oni disse runde skinnende An- 
sigter 11 Mod Ilimrael eller Jord meest vende 
deres runde Flade ? 


*) Panagia betyder fuldkommen Renhcd 
og llellighed, men betegner her en Person, — 
Den fuldkommen hellige (Qvinde) — d. e. den 
hellige Jomfru—Men, denne Benaevnelse, saa- 
ledes udtrykt paa Gr<esk, er vist usicdvanlig. 
I ethvert Tilfslde kommer dog den vclsignede 
Jomfru her uUlpas, da Reiser Alexander horte 
til den dstlige, den Graeske Kirke, i hvilken 
him ikke er Gjenstand for religieus Dyrkelse. 

**) Nogle kalde den uttendeXjUMls, andre 

Osiers Louis. 


***) It out-herods Herod er en velbekjendt 
Engelsk Talemaade, naar f .Ex. Talen er om 
en uhyre grusom Handling. I Analogi hermed 
siger Moore It out- Benboxes Benboxe, om en 
meget grov Blasphemi; Ihi Benboxc var i sin 
Tid en velbekjendt Londousk Forlcegger efiigu- 
delige Skrifter. 

****) Den hoiere Engelske Geistlighed bajrer 
hvide Mousselins dirmer over Prajslekjolen. 
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This, this it is — Relig'ion, made, 
'Twixt Church and State, a truck, a 

trade — 

This most ill-match’d, unholy Co, 

From whence the ills we witness flow; 
The war of many creeds with one — 
The "extremes ol'too much faith, and 

none — 

Till, hetwixt ancient trash and nt)W, 
"Twixt Cant and Blaspijcniy — the two 
Rank ills with which this af^e is curst — 
We can no more tell which is worst, 
Than erst could E^ypt, when so rich 
In various plagues, determine which 
She thought most pestilent and vile, 
Her frogs, like Beiibow and Carlisle, 
Croaking their native mud-notes loud, 
Or her fat locusts like a cloud 
Of pluralists obesely lowring. 

At once benighting and devouring. 

This — this it is — and here I pray 
Those sapient wits of the Reviews 
Who make us poor dull authors say 
Not what we mean but what they 

choose 

Who to our most abundant shares 
Of nonsense add still more of theirs, 


And are to poets just such evils 
As caterpillars And those flies, 
Which not content to sling like devils, 
Lay eggs upon their backs likewise. 
To guard against such foul deposits 
Of other’s meaning in my rhymes 
(A thing more needful here because it "s 
A subject ticklish in these times) — 
I, here, to all such wits make known 
Monthly and Weekly Whig and Tory 
"Tis this religion — this alone 
I aim at in the following story. 

Fable, 

When Royalty was young and bold 
Ere touch’d by Time he had become 
If’tis’n’t civil to say old 

At least a ci-devant jeune homme; 

One evening on some wild pursuit 
Driving along he chanced to see 
Religion passing by on foot 
And took him in his vis-a-vis. 

This said Religion was a Friar, 

The humblest and the best of men, 
Who ne’er had notion or desire 
Of riding in a coach till then. 


Dette, dette er det — Religionen, gjort H 
Mellem Kirke oj Slat til on Tusk-Artikel, til 
en Handels-Vare — || Dette meest ilde assor- 
tcrede iihellige Co., || Hvorfia de Onder som 
Vi ere Vidner til Hyde; |1 Mantre CredoersKrig 
inod eon — Ij Exlremernc af alt for inegen 
Tro, og slet ingen — || Indtil , mellem gam- 
melt Jiix og nyt, II Mellem Hyklcri og Giuls- 
bespoitclse — de to jj Yppige Onder hvormed 
denne Tidsalder forbandes flijemsoges) — |1 
Vi kunne ei mere skj.Tlne hvilket er del vajrste jj 
End i gainie Dage iEgyplen, da (det var) saa 
rigt II Af forskjffillige Plager (knnde) afgjore || 
Hvilken det ansaa for meest Odelajggende og 
fordajrvelig. [1 Sine Freer, lignende Benbow 
og Carlisle *) || Qvffikkeiide sine medfbdte 

Mudderloner hiiit, ]| Eller sine fode Crajshop- 
per, lig en Sky || Af Pliiralister (Accumnla- 
torer) paa en velmajsket Maade sammenlraik- 
kende sig || Paa cn Dang formorkende og op- 
slugende! 

Dette — dette er det — og her beder jeg H 
nine Qvaitalskrifternes vise (Tcnier, |] Som 
lade os stakkels Forfaltere sige || Ikke hvad 
vi mene, men hvad de Unde for godt; H Som 
til vore overmaade rigelige Portioner || Af 
Nonsens (Daarskab) fdje endnu mere af deres 


(eget) 11 Og ere for Digtere just saadanne On* 
der (Plager) || Som Oldenborrene iinde June 
Finer at vjure, || Der, ei tilfreds med alstikke 
som Djajvle || Lajgge sine jEg paa deres Rygge 
ogsaa — II For at heskytte inig mod slige 
smudsige Allajssninger |[ Af andres Meniiig i 
mine Riim, || (En Ting som er mere nbdven- 
dig her, fordi dette er |j Et ^mne som erkll- 
dent i disse Tider) — | 
for alle slige Genier bekjenrit, H 
Ugentlige**j YVJiigger og Toryer, 
er denne Religion — denne alene 
sigter til i den folgendo Ilistorie. 


Saa gjbr jeg herved 
Maanedlige, 
(Al) det 
Som jeg 


Fabelen. 

Da Kongemagt var ung og dristig, || Fbrend, 
rbPt af Tidens Haand den var blevon || Hvis 
det ikke er artigt at sige gammel, j| 1 det 
mindste, en ci-devant jeune homme. 


En Aften (da han var ude) i et vilrit Erinde |1 
Kjdrende henad (Vejen), traf det sig at han 
saae 1| Religion, passerende tilfods, || Og han 
tog ham op i sin vis-a-vis ***). 

Bomeldte Religion var en Wunk H Don yd- 
mygste og den hodste af Miend || Som aldrig 
havde el Begreb eller Onske || Efter at kjore 
i en Karetli indtil da. 


*) En anden Gudsbespottor, som sad Acre 

Aar i Fsngsel for Blasphemi. 


**) Magaziners Tiller. 
***) Et Slags Landauer. 
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„T say” — quoth Royalty, who rather 
Enjoy’d a masquerading joke — 

„1 say, suppose, my good old father, 
You lend me, fora while, your cloak.” 

Tlie Friar consented — little knew 
What tricks the Youth had in his head; 
Besides, was rather tempted too 
By a laced coat he got instead 

Away ran Royalty, slap-dash, 

Scainp’ring like mad about the town; 
Broke windows, shiver’d lamps to smash, 
And knock’d whole scores of watch¬ 
men down. 

While nought could they, whose heads 

were broke. 

Learn of the „Why” or the „VVhere- 

fore”, 

Except that ’twas Religion’s cloak 
The Gentleman, who crack’d them, 

wore. 

Mean while, the Friar, whose head was 

turn’d 

By the lac’d coat, grew frisky loo; 
l.ook’d big — his former habits spurn’d — 
And storm’d about, as great men do: 


Dealt much in pompous oaths and 

curses — 

tSaid „d—mn you” often or as had — 
Laid claim to other people’s purses — 
In short, grew either knave, or mad. 

As work like this W'as unbefitting 
And flesh and blood no longer bore it, 
The Court of Common Sense, then sit- 

ting, 

Summon’d the culprits both before it. 

Where, after hours in wrangling spent 
(As courts must w'langle to decide 

well). 

Religion to St. Luke’s w^as sent 
And Royalty pack’d off to Bridewell. 

With this proviso — should they be 
Restor’d, in due time, to their senses, 
They both must give security. 

In future, against such offences — 

Religion ne’er to lend his cloak, 

Seeing what dreadful w'ork it leads 

to; 

And Royalty to crack his joke — 

But not to crack poor people’s heads 

too. 


,,Hor” — sagde Konferaaet, som snarere li 
Fandt Fornojelse i Masquerade-Loier — ij 
hvadsigfcr I til, min gode gamle Fa’er, 11 
,,At laane raig, en liile Stand, eders Kaabe." 


Munken samlykkedc — kun lidel vldste han 
Ifvilke Streger \ngllngen havde i sit Hoved; 
Desuden, var han en Smule frislet ogsa || Af 
den hroderede Kjole han flk i Steden. 


Ilandlede meget med hOitravendc Eder og 
Forhaiidelser [| Sagde ,,forddniine Jer” oftc, 
eller hvad der var lige saa slemt — H Gjorde 
Fordriiig paa andre Folkes Piinge — || Kort 
sagt, blev enten en Slyngel, eller enRasende. 

Da en Fremfa;rd sora dennevar upassende, 1| 
Og Kjbd og lUod ei laenger taalle den H Saa 
staevnede den Sunde Forstands Ret som daholdt 
Session || Regge de Anklagede for sig. 


Afsted lob Kongemagt, i en Ruf, || Farende 
som en Rasende omkring i Ryen; 1| Braekkede 
\induer, slog Lamper i (Tusinde) Slykker, || 
Og faeldcdc hele Sneese af Yaegtere til Jorden. 

Medens Intet kunde de hvls Hoveder blcve 
qvaestede || Erfare om ,,Uvi” eller ,,Hvorfor’', 1| 
lindtagen at det var Religions Kanbe, || Det 
som Herrcn , der slog dem fordaervede, havde 
paa. 

Iinidlertid, Munken, hvls Hoved blev for- 
rykt II Ved den broderede Kjole, blev springsk 
ogsaa; 11 Paatog sig en storagtig Mine — for- 
kaslede sine forrige Skikke — |i Og stormede 
omkring, som store Waond pleje at gjore. 


Hvor, efter (hele) Timer tilbragte i Strid 
(Traette) || (Saasom Rettei maa stride for at 
domme rigtigl) (godt) |1 Religion hlev sendt 
til St. Lukes *) || Og Kongemagt maatte pakko 
sig til Bridewill **). 

Med denncBestemmelsc — at hvis de skulde |i 
Komme igjen, i tilbiJrlig Tid, til deres Sand- 
ser, II Maatte do begge slille Sikkerhed, || 

1 Fremtiden, mod saadanne Forseelser. — 

Religion (skulde) aldrig laane sin Kaahe, H 
I Betragtning af den forfaerdelige Forstyrrelse 
som det forer til; \\ Og Kongemagt kunde vel 
drive sin Spiig — [1 Men ei tillige slaa Folks 

Hoveder fordaervede. 


*) Et Galehospital. 


**) Londoner-Tugthuset. 
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Fable VI. 

The Little Grand Lama. 

Proem, 

Novella, a youiif; Bolognese 

The daughter of a learn’d Law Doctor, 
Who had with all the subtleties 

Of old and modern jurists stock’d her, 
Was so exceeding fair, His said, 

And over hearts held such dominion, 
That when her father, sick in bed, 

Or busy, sent her, in his stead, 

To lecture on the Code Justinian, 
She had a curtain drawn before her, 
Lest, if her charms were seen, the 

students 

Should let their young eyes wander o’er 

her, 

And quite forget their jurisprudence. 
Just so it is with truth, when seen, 

Too dazzling far, — His from behind 
A light, thin allegoric screen, 

She thus can safest teach mankind. 

Fable. 

In Thibet once there reign’d, we’re told, 
A little Lama, one year old — 

Uais’d to the throne, that realm to bless, 

Just when his little Holiness 

Had cut — as near as can be reckon’d — 


Some say his tooth, somehis second. 

Chronologers and Nurses vary. 

Which proves historians should be wary. 
We only know the’ important truth, 

His Majesty had cut a tooth. 

And much his subjects were enchanted, — 
As well all Lamas’ subjects way be, 
And would have given their heads, if 

wanted, 

To make tee-totums for the baby. 
Thron’d as he was by Kight Divine — 
(What Lawyers call Jure Divino, 
Meaning a right to yours, and mine 
And every body’s goods and rhino,) 
Of course, his faithful subjects’ purses 
AVere ready with their aids and suc¬ 
cours, 

Nothing was seen but pension’d Nurses 
And the land groan’d with bibs and 

tuckers. 

Oh! had there been a Hume or Bennet 
Then sitting a in the Thibet Senate, 

Ye Gods, what room for long debates 
Upon the Nursery Estimates! 

What cutting down of swaddling — 

clothes 

And pin-a-fores, in nightly battles! 
What call for papers to expose 
The waste of sugar-plums and rattles! 
But no — if Thibet had M. P.’s, 


Fabel VI. 

Den lille store Lama. 

I n d 1 e d n i ]) g. 

Novella, en ung: Bologna Mo, || Datleren 
af en lajrd Lov-Doctor, [Andreas] j] Soin havde 
ined alle SpidsAndighederne || Af gamle ugmo- 
derne Jurister for.syjiet hende, [| Var saa over- 
inaade skjiin, fortalles der, jj Og over Hjajrler 
besad en saadan Magt, || At naar hendes Fa 
der, syg i Sengen, || Eller bcskjaifligct, sendte 
liende i sit Sted H For at holde Forelaisnin- 
ger over den Juslinianske Codex, |i Havde hun 
et Cardin trukket for sig, |i At ei, dersom 
hendes Yndigheder bleve seete, Studenlerne \\ 
Skulde lade deres unge Ojne vandre over hende, [j 
Og ganske glejnme deres Lovkyndighed. || Just 
saaledes er det med Sandheden, naar (denj 
.sees 11 (Er den) altfor bliendende — det er 
bag ved 11 Et let, tyndt, allegorisk Skjterni- 
braJt, 11 Saaledes kan hun sikrest laire Menne- 
skcsleegten. 

Fahelen. 

I Thibet regjerede der en Gang, fortaller 
man, H En lille Lama, eet Aar gammel — Ij 
Hajvct paaThronen, for at veislgne hiint Land, H 
Jnst da hans lille Hellighed ll Havde faaet — 
saa liar soin man kan regne — li Nogle sige 


bans forste , nogle hans amten y Tids- 
regnere og Aminer stemme ei over eens, H 
Hvilket beviser at Ilistorieskrivere burde vajre 
forsiglige. H Vi vide kuu den vigtige Sandhed H 
Hans Majestcot havde faaet en land i| Og me- 
get vare hans Undersaalter fortryllede (d. e. hen- 
rykte) — H Som vel alle Aanias Undersaalter 
maa blive |! Og (de) viide have givet deres 
Hoveder hvls (de havde vajret) forlangte, H 
For at gjore Dreje-Tffirninger deraf for det 
sp«de Barn. H Sat paa Troiien som han var 
ved guddommelig Ret — 1| (Hvad Jurislerne 
kalde Jure Divino) H Som belyder en Ret tii 
dit og mit, 11 Og ethvert Menneskes Gods og 

Benge) || Vare naturligviis lians tro Under- 
saatters Penge (1 Paa rede Haand med deres 
lljslp og Bistand; H Man saa intet andet end 
pensionerede Ammer 1| Og Landet sukkede un¬ 
der Hagesmffikker og Bryststrimler. 


Oh! hvis der havde vteret en Hume eller 
Bennet, H Da siddende i Thibet .Senatet 
1 Guder, hvilken Leilighed for lange Debatter 
Om Ammesliic - Overslagene (-Budgettet) 
Hvilken Afkorlning i BvObelseklajder 1| < 
Forklteder, i natlige Batailler! H Hvilke Affor- 
dringer af Documenter for at blotte || Odsel- 
heden i Sukkermandier og (Borne) Skrallerl )| 
Men nei — hvis Thibet havde M. P-er*) [j 


g 


•) Members of Parliament, Parliamentsmedlcmnier. 
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They were far better bred than these; 
Nor gave the slightest opposition, 
During the Monarch’s whole dentition. 

But short this calm; for, just when he 
Had reach’d the’ alarming age of three. 
When Royal natures, and, no doubt 
Those of all noble beasts break out —• 
The Lama, who till then was quiet, 
Show'd symptoms of a taste for riot, 
And, ripe for mischief, early, late, 
Without regard for Church or Stale, 
Made free with whoso’er came nigh; 
Tweak’d the I.,ord Chancellor by the 

nose, 

Turned all the Judges’ wigs awry, 

And trod on the old Generals ’toes; 
Pelted the Bishops with hot buns. 

Rode cockhorse on the City maces. 
And shot from little devilish guns. 

Hard peas into his subjects’ faces. 

In short, such wicked pranks he play’d, 
And grew so mischievous, God bless 

him! 

Thathis ChiefNurse — with ev’n the aid 
Of an Archbishop — was afraid , 

When in these moods, to comb or 

dress him. 

Nay, ev’n the persons most inclin’d 


Through thick and thin, for Kings to 

stickle, 

Thought him (if they’d but speak their 

mind, 

Which they did not) an odious pickle. 

At length some patriot lords — a breed 
Of animals they’ve got in Thibet, 
Extremely rare, and fit, indeed. 

For folks like Pidcock, to exhibit — 
Some patriot lords, who saw the length 
To which things went, combin’d their 

strength, 

And penn’d a manly, plain and free 
Remonstrance to the Nursery; 
Protesting warmly that they yielded 
To none, that ever went before ’em. 
In loyalty to him who wielded 

The’ hereditary pap-spoon o’er ’em; 
That, as for treason, ’twas a thing 
That made them almost sick to think of — 
That they and theirs stood by the King, 
Throughout his measles and his chin- 

cough, 

When others, thinking him consumptive, 
Had ratted to the Heir Presumptive, 
But, still — though much admiring Kings 
(And chiefly those in leading-strings). 


Saa vare de langt bedre opdragne end disse;]] 
Og gjorde ei den mindste Opposition, H Under 
Monaichcns hele Tanabrud. 

Menkortvardette YindsUlIe — tbi just da ban 1| 
Havde opnaaet den foruroligende Alder af tre 
(Aar) 11 I)a KonKelige Naturer, og uden Tvivl |1 
Alle ajdle Uyrs (Naturer) bryde los — |1 Yiste 
Lamaen, som indtil dcMJ Tid var rolig H Symp- 
tomcr af en Tilboielighed lil Spektakel; 1 
Off, moden til (at gjore) Fortr«d, tidlig, sildig j 
Uden at bryde sig om Kirke ellcr Slat, 1| Tog 
sig Friheder mod enhver somkom (ham) nter; 1| 
Kneb Lord Rigs-Cantsleren i Nffisen, H Vendte 
alle Dommerncs Paruquer skjteve, || Og traadte 
paa de gtimle Generalers Tajer; || llcskjdd Bi- 
skopperne nied varine Boiler H Reed Kjajphest 
paa Hovedstads Sceptrene*) || Og skjod udaf 
smaa djajvelske Kanoner || Haarde Airier i sine 
Undersaatlers Ansigter |1 Kort sagt saadanne 
ondskabsfiilde Streger iegede ban |1 Og blev en 
saadan Fortrteds-Stifter, Giid velsigne ham ! |1 
At hans Over-Amine — endog med Bistand |l 
Af Erkebispen — var bange for || l)a han var 
i saadanne Luner, at kaimme ham eller kliedc 
ham paa || Ja selv Personer som vare meest 


tibdjelige til || Igjennem tykt og tyndt (d. o. 
alle Lykkeskaar) at forsvare Konger || Ansaa 
ham (iiavde de kiin villet sige deres Mening |1 
Hvilket de ihke vilde) for en fail Krabat (bogst. 
en slem Sylie). 

Tilsidst (kom der) visse patriotiske Lorder 

— en Race |i Af Dyre som de have i Thi¬ 

bet, 11 Ovei'ordentlig sjailden , og velskikket 
i Sandhed, j For Maind som Pidcock , til at 
(idstille — 1 Visse patriotiske border, som 

saa hvorvidt H Tingene gik, forenede deres 
Styrkc, || Og skrev en mandig, sLmpel og fri H 
Foreslilling til Ammestuen\ |i Erklairende 
varmt at de ei gav efter || For nogen af deres 
Forgjajngcre 111 boyalitet mod ham, som forte 1] 
Den arveligc ftlelkebriids Skee over dem; H 
At hvad ForrEBderi angik, saa var det enTingll 
Hvoraf de nsesten flk ondt ved at tasnke der- 
paa — II At de og deres havde staact paa 
Kongens Side, |1 Heelt igjennem hans JHaislin- 
ger og Irans Kighoste, 1| Da andre, som troede 
han havde Svindsot, 1| Havde som Vendekaa- 
ber gaaet over lil Arveprindsen ! || Men dog 

— skjont meget. heundrende Konger || (Og 
isaer dem (der gik) i Ledebaand) |1 Saac de 


*) City-mace, belyder dog egentlig Byen 
Londons Scepter. Alle hiije Embedsstillinger i 
England udraajrkes ved deres Embeds- eller 
Commando-Stave som baeres foran den Person 
som beklaidcr Embcdet. City-mace bajres foran 


Lord Mayor; House of Commons mace 
foran Speaker d-c. Denne Engelske Skik over- 
fores her paa en comisk Maade paa Teshu-La- 
mas Hof i Thibet. 
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They saw, with shame and grief of soul, 
There was no longer now the wise 
And constitutional control 

Of birch before their ruler’s eyes; 

But that of late, such pranks, and tricks 
And freaks occurred the whole day 

long, 

As all, but men with bishopricks, 
Allow’d in ev’n a King, were wrong. 
Wherefore it was they humbly pray’d 
That Honourable Nursery, 

That such reforms be henceforth made, 
As all good men desir’d to see; — 

In other words (lest they might seem 
Too tedious), as the gentlest scheme 
For putting all such pranks to rest. 

And in its bud the mischief nipping ~ 
They ventur’d humbly to suggest 
His Majesty should have a whipping! 

When this was read, no Congreve rocket, 
Discharg’d into the Gallic trenches, 
E’er equall’d the tremendous shock it 
Produc’d upon the Nursery benches. 
The Bishops, who of course, had votes, 
By right of age and petticoats 
Were first and foremost in the fuss — 
„What, whip a Lama! suffer birch 
„To touch his sacred — infamous! 
jjDeistical! — assailing thus 
„The fundamentals of the Church! — 

med Skam og Sjaaleangest, ]] Der var ei Isen- 
gcr nu den vise ]j Og constitutionelle Con¬ 
trol 11 Af Birke(riis} for deres Regents Ojne ; i| 
Wen at i den senere Tid , saadanne Streger og 
Spilopper, 11 Og absui'de Indfald forefaldt hele 
Dagen igjennem || Soni alle, undtagen Meend 
Tiled Bispcstolc, H Tilslod selv lios en Konge 
at vaire urigtige. H Derfor var det at de yd- 
mygt bad H Deu Hoivelbaarne Ammestue, H 
At saadanne Reformer inaa for Fremtiden gjo- 
res, 11 Sum alle gode Waind bnskede at see; — H 
Wed andre Ord (at ei de skulde synes H For 
kjcdsommelige) som den mildesle Plan \\ For 
at gjore Ende paa alle saadanne Streger, H Og 
qutcle Ulykken i Fodselen, (bogst. draibe ved 
Frost Ulykken iSpireii,) || Saa vovcde de ydmygt 
at foreslaa H At llans Wajeslajt maatte faa Prygl! 

Da dette blev last, kunde ingen Congre- 
visk Raket 11 Afl'yret indi de Franske For- 
skaiidsninger H Sainmenlignes med den for- 
faji'delige Rystelse som det H Frembragtc paa 
Ammestue Btenkenc *) 11 Biskopperne , som 
naturiigvlis havde Steminer H Ifiilge Reltig- 
Iied af Alder og Skjortcr H Vare de forste og 
forreste i SpektakeJen — ,,Uvad , prygle en 
Lama! tillade Birke H ,,At berore bans hel- 
lige —infamt! \\ „Deistisk! at angribe saa- 
ledes 11 ,,Kirkens Grundslykker — (Undervair- 


*) Her ligger det Komiske i en lieelt igjen- 

neni fortsat Parallel med Overhuset. 

♦ 


— no — such patriot plans as these, 
(„So help them Heaven — and their Sees!) 
„They held to be rank blasphemies.” 

The' alarm thus given, by these and other 
Grave ladies of the Nursery side, 
Spread through the land, till, such a 

pother, 

Such party squabbles, far and wide, 
Never in history’s page had been 
Uecorded, as were then between 
The Whippers and Non-whippers seen. 
Till things arriving at a state, 

Which gave some fears of revolution, 
The patriot lords’ advice, though late, 
Was put at last in execution. 

The Parliament of Thibet met — 

The little Lama, call’d before it, 

Did, then and there, his whipping get, 
And (as the Nursery Gazette 
Assures us) like a hero bore it. 

And though, ’mong Thibet Tories, some 
Lament that Royal Martyrdom 
(Please to observe the letter D 
In this last word’s pronounc’d like B), 
Yet to the’ example of that Prince , 

So much is Thibet’s land a debtor, 
That her long line of Lamas, since, 
Have all behav’d themselves much 

better. 


ker?] 11 ,,Nei, — nei — saadanne patriotiske 
Planer som disse, H ,,(Saa hjajlpe dem Him- 
mclen — og deres Bispesader!) H ,,Ansaa do 
for at vtere i grovesle Maade blasphemiske! 

Don saaledes blasle AUarm af disse og andre 1[ 
Airvardige Darner paa Ammestuens Side j) Ud- 
bredte sig overLandet, indtil saadan en Larm H 
Saadan Parti-Kiv, vidt og bredt H Aldrig (tor) 
i Historiens Bog [bogsl. Side] var blevcn || 
Optegnet, som da imellem \\ Prygierne og 
Ikke-pryglerne fornammes, H Indtii, da Sagerne 
narmede sig en Tilstand 11 Som vakkede nogen 
Frygt for en Revolution [! De patriotiske Lorders 
Raad, skjbnt silde, H Blev endelig bragt i Ud- 
fOrelse. I1 Thibets Parliament iraadte sam- 
men — H Den lille Lama, kaldet for det || 
Fik paa samme Tid og Sted sine Prygl |1 Og 
(efter Iivad Ammestue Gazetten H Forsikkrer) 
taalte det soin en Helt. 

Ogskjont blandt de Tliibetanskc Torier nogle || 
Beklage bin kongelige Martyrdom || (Behag at 
marke at Bogstavet D H I dette sidsle Ord 
udtales som B)**), H Er endnu til biin Fyrstes 
Exempel || Tbibets Land saameget en Skyld- 
ner 1| At dels laiige Linie af Laniaer siflen || 
Har beelt igjennem opfort sig meget bedre. 

**) Hvorved fremkommer ,,Martyr-horn", et 
komisk Ord pan Engclsk. 


b 
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Fable VIL 
The Extinguishers, 

P r o e m. 

Though soldiers are the true supports, 
The natural allies of Courts; 

Woe to the Monarch, who depends 
Too much on his red-coated friends; 
For even soldiers sometimes think — 
Nay, Colonels have been known to 

reason, — 

And reasoners, whether clad in pink, 
Or red, or blue, are on the brink 
(Nine cases out of ten) of treason. 

Not many soldiers, I believe, arc 
As fond of liberty as Mina; 

Else — woe to kings, when Freedom’s 

fever 

Once turns into a Scarletina! 

For then — but hold, His best to veil 
My meaning in the following tale; — 

Fable. 

A Lord of Persia, rich and great 
Just come into a large estate 


Was shocIPd to find he had, for neig- 

bours 

Close to his gate, some rascal Ghebers 
Whose fires, beneath his very nose, 

In heretic combustion rose. 

But Lords of Persia can, no doubt 
Do what they will — so, one fine 

morning, 

He turn'd the rascal Ghebers out, 

First giving a few kicks for warning. 
Then, thanking Heaven most piously. 

He knocked their Temple to the ground, 
Blessing himself for joy to see 
Such Pagan ruins strew'd around. 

But much it vex’d my Lord to find 
That, while all else obey’d his will, 
The Fire these Ghebers left behind 
Do what he would, kept burning still. 
Fiercely he stormed as if his frown 
Could scare the bright insurgent down; 
But no — such fires are headstrong 

things 

And care not much for Lords or Kings 
Scarce could his Lordship well contrive 
The flashes in one place to smother, 
Before — hey presto! — all alive, 

They sprung up freshly in another. 


Fab el YII. 

Li/seslukkerne. 

Indledning. 

Skjondt Soldater ere de sande Stotter || De 
natiirlige Allierede for Uofferne, || (Saa dog) 
Veo over den Monarch, som forlader sig (( /'or- 
megel paa sine rodkjolede Venner; || Thi selv 
Soldater t(P.nhe undertideri — || Ja (endog) 
Uherster vides at raisonneret —*) [slut- 
tet?] II Og Raisoiineurer Iivad enten klffidte i 
Nollikerodt || Eller HSirddt eller Blaat, staa 
paa Randen || (1 ni Tilfaslde af li) at Hoi- 

forraideri. 

Ikke'mange Soldater, troerjeg, Iiolde |1 
Saa meget af Frihed som Mlna;*^^) 1| Ellers — 
Vee over Konger, naar Friheds-Fcberen \\ En- 
gang forvandles til en Skarlagens-Feher !***} || 
Thi da — men det er hedst at tilslore j] Min 
Mening i den folgende Fortffilling. 

Fabelen. 

En Lord i Persien, rig og stor, || Som just 
havde succederet til et stort Gods, H Blevfor- 


fsrdet over at flnde han havde for Naboer, 
T«t ved sin Port, nogle Slyngler afGbeberer, 1 
Hvis Ilde lige under bans Niese 1| I kjaitters 
Brand hjevede sig. H Men Persians Border 
kunne uden Tvivl, I] GJore hvad de behage — 
altsaa en skjijn Morgen, 1| Jog han de Slyng¬ 
ler af Gheherer hort (j Forst givende dem nogle 
faa Spark som Varsel (ei. Opsigelse) 1| Derpaa 
takkende Ilimmelen paa det andsgtigste || Ned- 
brbd han deres Tempel til Jordan, || Velslg- 
nende sig selv af Gltede ved at sec || Saa- 
danne hedenske Riiiner stroede onikring. \\ 
Men meget lergredc det Mylord at flnde, \\ At, 
imedens Alt andel adlod hans Yillje, || Ildcn 
som disse Gheberer efterlod || Blev bestandlg 
ved at brajnde, hvad han end gjorde. || Med 
Ravskhed slormede han, som om hans truendc 
Mine H Kunde skrajmine den lyse Insurgent 
lied; [[ Men nei, — saadanne Ilde ere haard- 
nakkede Tingesler, !1 Og bryde sig ei meget 
ora Border cller Konger. |1 Naippe kunde hans 
Herlighed vel sa;tte igjeiinem || At qvaile 
Flammelynene paa eet Sted, |] Fdrend — Hei 
presto! — lyslevende H Dc paany sprang op 
paa et andet. 


*) Paa Griesk udtrykkcs den more uvilkaar- 
ligc , den mere passive Tienkning ved 

irpofly, eUcv dtetyOHV) den mere active 

ved k'oyt^scS'Cit — paa Batin ved cogilo og 
rutiocinor —• paa Riissisk diimut og zakliu^ 
ishat — og denne forskjtflUge Art af Tienken 
kan rigtig udlrykkes paa Engelsk ved lo think 
og to reason, ligesoin paa Fransk ved penser 


og raisonner — Ual. pensare og ragionare — 
Spansk pensur og razonar — Paa Dansk og 
Tydsk kan kun det forste luUrykkes med eet 
Ord; for det andet, maa man hruge et frein- 
mod Ord. 

**) Den Spanske General. 

***) d. e. Udbredcr sigiblandt Rddkjolerne- 
d. e. Armeerne. 
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t lenght when spite of prayers and 

damns. 

’T was found the sturdy flame defied 

him 

His stewards came with low salams, 
Off’ring, by contract, to provide him 
Some large Extinguishers, (a plan 
Much usM they said at Ispahan, 
Vienna, Petersburgh — in short, 
Where ever Light’s forbid at court) 
Machines no Lord should be without 
Which would at once put profnptly out 
All kinds of fires, —from staring, stark 
Volcanos to the tiniest spark; 

Till all things slept as dull and dark, 
As, in a great Lord’s neighbourhood 
‘T was right and fitting all things should. 

Accordingly, some large supplies 
Of these Extinguishers were furnished 
(All of the true imperial size), 

And there, in rows, stood black and 

burnished, 

Ready, where ’er a gleam but shone 
Of light or Are, to be clappM on. 

But, ah, how lordly wisdom errs, 

In trusting to extinguishers! 

One day, when he had left all sure 
(At least so thought he) dark, secure — 
The flame, at all its exits, entries, 
Obstructed to his hearts content, 


j And black extinguishers like sentries, 

I Plac’d over every dangerous vent — 
Ye Gods imagine his amaze, 
i His wrath, liis rage, when, on returning 
He found not only the old blaze, 

Brisk as before, crackling and burning, 
Not only new, young conflagrations, 
Popping up round in various stations, 
But still more awTul, strange, and dire, 
The Extinguishers themselves on fire!! 
They, they— those trusty, blind machines 
His Lordship had so long been praising, 
As, under Providence, the means 
Of keeping down all lawless blazing, 
Were now, themselves — alas, too true 
The shameful fact — turn’d blazers too, 
And, by a change as odd as cruel 
Instead of dampers, servVl for fuel! 

i 

Thus, of his only hope bereft, 
i „What” said the great man „must be 

done?” 

All that in scrapes like this is left 
To great men is — to cut and run. 

I So run he did; while to their ground, 
The banish’d Ghebers blest return’d; 
And, though their Fire had broke its 

bounds, 

And all abroad now wildly biirn’d, 

Yet well could they, who lov’d the flame, 
Its wand’ring, its excess reclaim; 

And soon another, fairer Dome 


Tilsidst (la naglel Bonner og Forbandelser (| 
Det viste sig at den stivsindede Flamme trod- 
sede ham, i| Korn bans Forvaltere med dybe 
Salum~er (d. e. Miiselmanske HlUener |1 Til- 
bydende paa Licitation at forsyne ham 1| Med 
nogle store Lyseslukkere (enPlan, H Meget an- 
vendt, sagde de, i Ispalian, ]| Wien, St. Pe- 
tersborg — kort sagt H Hvorsombelst Lys er 
forbudt til Hove} 1| Maskiner som ingen Lord 
burde undva're f| Som vilde, med Eet, hurligt 
udsliikke |1 Alle Slags af llde, fra forfarde- 
lige gloende || Vulcaner (ind} til den mindste 
Gnist; \\ Indtil Alt sov saa sidvt og morkt, || 
Som i en stor Lords (llerres) Naholang || Det 
var ret og passende Ailing skulde (sove). 

Folgelig, nogle store Forraad |1 Af disse 
Lyseslukkere bleve forskaffede H (Alle af den 
rette imperiale (keiscrlige ?) Stbrrelse |1 Og 
der, i Riekker, stode sorte og glindsende |i 
Paa rede Haand, hvor somheist et Glimt kun 
skinnedc || Af Lys eller lid, at trykkes (sa;U 
le.s) paa. 

Men, ach, hvormeget borders Viisdom tager 
Foil, II 1 at forlade sig paa Lyseslukkere 1 \\ 
En Dag da han havde forladt Alt sikkert, jj 
(I det mindste saa tajnkte han) morkt, vel 
forvaret — H Flanimen ved alle dens Udgange, 
Indgange |1 lndespa;rret til bans Hjffirtes Til- 
frpds.stni(!lse, 1| Og sorte Lyseslukkere, som 


Skildvagter, || Sattc over hvert farligt Luft- 
hul — [| I Glider! Forestiller eder hans 
Forbauselsc, || Hans Vrede, hans Raseri, da, 
kommende tilbage, H Han fandt el alene den 
gamle Blusild H Livlig som for, knagende og 
brandende, H Ikke blot nye, unge Ildebrande, ji 
Skydende op rundt omkring paa forskjalllge 
Steder — Men, endmi mere forfardeligt. be- 
synderligt, og grueligt, H Lyseslukkerne selv i 
Brand!! H Dc, de, — disse.trofaste, blinde 
Maskiner || Som hans Herlighed havde lovpri- 
set saalange j| Som (varende), under Forsy- 
net, Midlerne || Til at iindertrykke al lovlbs 
Opblussen, H Vare nu selv — Ach, altfor sand || 
Den skammelige Kjendsgjerning — ogsaa for- 
vandlede til Opblussere, |1 Og ved en Foran- 
dring ligesaa besynderlig som gnisoin, [] Iste- 
denfor Neddanipere blevne til Brandsel! 

Saaledes, berbvet sit enesteHaab, |[ ,,Hvad”, 
sagde den store Mand, ,,er der at gjfire?” 1| 
Alt hvad, der i Forlegenheder som denne, staaer 
tilbage, (| For store Mand er — at knppe An¬ 
ker og flygte. 11 Og hygle gjorde han; medens 
til deres Grunde || De landfiygtige Gheberer 
glade vendte tilbage; |1 Og skjSndt deres Hd 
havde hrudt ud over sine Grandser, H Og vidt 
og bredt nu brandte vildt, || Saa kunde dog 
de vel, som clskede Flammen, || Dens Ud- 
skeielse, dens yppighed tamme; J] Og snert 
en nnden favrore Kiippcl-Hvalving (d. e. Teni- 
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Arose to be its sacred home, 

Where cherish’d, guarded, not confin’d, 
Tlie living glory dwelt inshrinUl, 

And, shedding lustre sirong, but even 
Though born of earih, grew worthy 

heav’u. 


Moral. 

The moral hence my Muse infers 

Is, that such Lords are simple elves, 
In trusting to Extinguishers, 

That are combustible themselves. 


11 . 

From Don Juan Canto I. 


cc. 

My poem’s Epic, and is meant to he 
Divided in twelve hooks; each book 

containing, 

With love, and war, a heavy gale at 

sea, 

A list of ships, and captains, and kings 

reigning. 

New characters: the episodes arc three; 

A panoramic view of hell’s in training. 
After the style of Virgil and of llomcr, 
So that my name of Epic’s no misnomer. 

CCI. 

All these things will be specified in time, 
With strict regard to Aristotle’s rules, 
The vade mectnn of the true sublime, 
Which makes so many poets, and 

some fools; 

Prose poets like blank verse. I’m fond 

of rhyme, 

Good workmen never quarrel with 

their tools: 


pel) 11 Reiste sig for at blive dens helligc 
Hjem, II Hvor opolsket, bevogtet, ei indespair- 
rct 11 Den levende Glorie boede i sin HelUg- 
dom, II Og udgydende en Glands som var 
stark, men lige, || Skjbnclt fiidt af Jord, blev 
aimnielen vaidig. 

Morai. 

Den Moral soin min Muse Iieraf drager || 
Er at saadanne border ere enfoldige Alfer, ]j I 
at foi'lade sig paa Lyseslukkere 1| Som selv 
cre brjendbare. 

Slntningen uf Don Juans Canto I. 

CC. 

Mit Digt er episk, og er be.stemt til at 
blive II Deelt I tolv Roger; liver Rog Iiidehol- 
dendc, || Med Kjaerliglied og Krig, en svjcr 
Storm tilsdes, || En Liste over Skibo og Capi- 
(ainer, og regjercnde Konger, || Nye Cliarak- 
terer; Episoderne ere tre: |1 En panoramlsk 
Fromstiling ar Uelvede forfairdlges, 1] Efter 

Virgils og Homers Stiil; |1 Saa at min Reiifev- 
nelse Episk Digt er ingen falsk Rena’vnelse. 

CCI. 

Alle disse Ting vll senere specifleeres, || 
Med stra?ngt Hensyn (il Arislotfilis Regler, || 


I’ve got new mythological machinery, 
And very handsome supernatural sce¬ 
nery. 

CCII. 

There’s only one slight dilference bet¬ 
ween 

Me and my epic brethren gone be¬ 
fore, 

And here the advantage is my own, I 

ween; 

(Not that I have not several merits 

more, 

But this will more peculiarly be seen} 
They so embellish, that ’tis quite a 

bore, 

Their labyrinth of fables to thread 

through, 

Whereas this story’s actually true. 

CCIII. 

If any person doubt it, I appeal 
To history, tradition, and to facts. 

To newspapers, whose truth all know 

and feel. 

To plays in five, and operas in three 

acts; 

Det virkelig Ophbjedes ,fVade inecum,” || Som 
danner saa mange Digtere og nogle Daarer; || 
Prosa-Dlglere liolde uf riimfric Vers, jug synea 
godt om lliim, 1| Gode Arbeidere skj®ndes aU 
drig med deres Redskaber; |1 Jeg bar faaet 
et iiyt mythologisk Maskineri jl Og en meget 
smiik overnaturlig Scene-Besaitning. 

CCII. 

Der or kun een lille Forskjjel imellem 1| 
Mig og mine forudgangne episke Brodre, 1| Og , 
her er Fordelen paa min Side, truer jeg; |j 
(Ikke fordi at jeg jo haver adskillige Here 
Forljenester, [] Men delt'e vil vise sig mere i 
Detail); || De forskjbnne [AUing] saa, at man 
har sin Rod med || Deres Labyrinth af Fabler 
at snirkle sig igjennem, || Hvorimod denne 
llistorie er virkelig sand. 

CCIII. 

Hvis nogen Person tvivler deroni, saa appel- 
lerer jeg 1| Til liistorieii, til Traditionen og 
til Kjendsgjorninger, || Til Aviser, hvis San- 
dnihed alle kjendc og fiile, || Til Skiiespil i 
fern og Operner i tre Acter; || Alle disse be- 
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All these confirm my statement a good 

deal, 

But that w hich more completely faith 

exacts 

Is, that myself, and several now in Se¬ 
ville, 

Saw Juan’s last elopement with the devil. 

CCIV. 

If ever I should condescend to prose, 

ril write poetical commandments, 

w'hich 

Shall supersede beyond all doubt all 

those 

That went before; in these I shall 

enrich 

My text with many things that no one 

knows. 

And carry preceptto thehighestpitch: 

ril call the work „Longinus o’er a Bottle, 

Or, Every Poet his own Aristotle.^' 

ccv. 

Thou shalt believe in Milton, Dryden, 

Pope: 

Thou shalt not set up Wordsworth, 

Coleridge, Southey: 

Because the first in crazed beyond all 

hope, 

The second drunk, the third so quaint 

and mouthy; 

With Crabbe it may be difficult to cope, 

And Campbell’s Hippocrene is some¬ 
what drouthy: 


Thou shalt not steal from Samuel Ro¬ 
gers, nor 

Commit —flirtation with the Muse of 

Moore. 

CCVI. 

Thou shalt not covetMr. Sotheby’s Muse, 
Ilis Pegasus, nor any thing that’s his; 
Thou shalt not bear false witness like 

„the Blues,” 

(There’s one, at least, is very fond 

of this;) 

Thou shalt not write, in short, but what 

I choose: 

This is true criticism, and you may 

kiss — 

Exactly as you please, or not, the rod. 
But if you don’t, I’ll lay it on, by G—d! 

CCVII. 

If any person should presume to assert 
This story is not moral, first, I pray. 
That they will not cry outbeforethey’re 

hurt. 

Then that they’ll read it o^er again, 

and say, 

(But, doubtless, nobody will be so pert) 
That this is not a moral tale, though 

gay; 

Besides, in canto twelfth, I mean to 

show 

The very place where wicked people go. 


krfefle mit Udsagn en liel Deel, |i Men del 
som mere fuldkomment gjor Fordring paa Til- 
tro 11 Er, at jeg selv og adskillige som nu ere 
i Sevilla, II Saae Juans sidste Borirdmmelse 
med Djajvelen. 

CCIV. 

Ilvis nogensinde jeg skulde nedlade mig til 
Fi'osa II Yil jeg skrive poeliske Bud, som 
Skulde uden Tvivl gjore overllddige alle dem 
Som eve forudgangne; i disse skal jeg lierige 
Min Text med mange Ting som slet Ingen 
kjender || Og bringe Forskriften iil dethojeste 
Top-Punkt; || Jeg vU kalde Vajrket: ,,Longi¬ 

nus over en Fljiske,” 1] Eller: ,,EnIiver l)ig- 
ter sin egen Aristoteles. 

ccv. 

Du skal tro paa Millon, Dryden, Pope; l| 
Du skal ei opslille Wordsworth, Coleridge, 
Southey, 11 Fordi den forste ev aldeles haab- 
Ibst forrykt, H Den anden fordrukken , den 
tredie saa affecteret og vidflabet [sladdervo- 
ren] H Med Crabbe blivev det vanskeligt at 
kappes II Og Campbells Hippokrene er noget 
udtorret; || Du skal ei stjffile fra Samuel 


*) ,,De Blaae”, en Qvindeklub i London 
paa Lord Byrons Tid, der ligesom paa Troda 
gav sig dette Navn — en l«rd Dame kaldes i 


Rogers, ei heller {] Bedrive — Coqiietteri med 
Moores Muse, 

CCVI, 

Dll skal ei begjajre Mr. Sothebys Muse, |1 
Hans Pegasus, ei heller nogeri Ting som er 
bans, 11 Du skal ei biere falsk Vidnesbyrd 

som ,,de Blaae” — *) || (Det er een (af dem) 
i det mindste som holder megefc af dette); |1 
Du skal ci skrive, kort sagt uden hvad jeg 
finder tor godt; H Dette er den ajgte Kvitik, 
og du kan kysse — || Accurat som du beha- 
ger eller ei — Riiset; || Men gjor du det ei, 
saa lajgger jeg det paa (dig) (d. e. saa skal 
du faa det at foie) ved Jupiter! 

CCVII. 

Hvis nogen Person skulde fordriste sig til 
at paastaa || At denne Historic ei er moralsk, 
saa beder jeg, forst 1| At de ei vil skrige hoit 
for de ere beskadigede, 1| Dernast, at de vil 
Iffise den over igjen, og sige, H (Men, uden 
Tvivl vil ingen blive saa impertinent,) 1| At 
dette ikke er en moralsk Fortalling, skjont 
munter: || Desuden i tolvte Canto bar jeg i 
Sinde at vise || Selve Stedet hvor de ugude- 
lige Folk gaae hen. 

England spotviis ,,En blaa Strompe” — Disse 
Darner vedigerede et Maanedskrift som inde- 
lioldt en Deel Angrcb paa Lord Byron. 













70 


Satirical Poems. 


CCVIII. 

II', alter all, thcicshouldbcsonicso blind 
To tlicir own good this warning to 

despise, 

Led by some tortuosity of mind. 

Not to believe my verse and their 

own eyes. 

And cry that they „tlie moral cannot 

find,” 

1 tc!l him, if a clergyman, he lies: 
Should captains the remark or critics 

make. 

They also lie loo—under a mistake, 

CCIX. 

The public approbation I expect, 

And beg they'll take my word about 

tlie moral, 

Which I with their amusement will con¬ 
nect* 

(So children cutting teeth receive 

a coral;) 

Meantime, they’ll doubtless please to 

recollect 

My epical pretensions to the laurel: 
For fear some prudish readers should 

grow skittish 


I’ve brib’d my grandmother s review— 

the British. 

ccx. 

[ sent it in a letter to the Editor, 

Who thank’d me duly by return of 

post — 

I’m for a handsome article his creditor; 
Yet if my gentle Muse he please to 

roast, 

And break a promise after having made 

it her. 

Denying the receipt of what it cost. 
And smear his page with gall instead of 

honey, 

All I can say is — that he had the money. 

CCXI. 

I think that with this holy new alliance 
I may ensure the public, and defy 
All other magazines of art or science. 
Daily, or monthly, or three monthly, I 
Have not essay'd to multiply theirclients, 
Because they tell me ’twere in vain 

to try, 

And that the Edinburgh Review and 

Quarterly 

Treat a dissenting author very martyriy. 


CCVIII. 

Hvis Died Alt detle, der skiilde gives En 
eller Auden saa blind || For sit eget Bedste, 
at ban foragter denne Advarsel, || Ledt af en 
eller anden Gemyts Skjavhed (Vrangvillighed} || 
Saa at han ei troer mit Vers eller sine egne 
Ojne, II Og skriger, at han ,,Moralcn ei kan 
linde”, II Saa siger jeg ham, hvis han er en 
Praist, han lyter; [ligger] || Skulde Capitai- 
ner eller Critici gjore en saadan Bemaerkning, || 
Saa ligge [IgreJ de ogsaa — under en Feilta- 
gclse *). 

CCIX. 

Det Offentliges Bifald vajntcr jeg || Og be- 
der at man vil forlade sig paa init Ord hvad 
Moralen angaaer, || Som jeg meil deres Mor- 
skab vil I'orbinde; || (Saaledes Born naar de 
faa Tajnder erholde en Koral); || Imidlerlid 
vil de uden Tvivl behage at erindre || Mine 
episke Fordringer paa Laurbaerkronen , || Af 

Frygt for at nogle af mine snajrpede Laesere 
skulde blive sky, || Saa har jeg bestukket miu 
Bedstemoders Qvartalskrit den Brittlske 


*) Ordspillet i ,,lies'" kan ikkc gjengives 
paa Dansk; men det komiske iigger deri at 
Betydningcn lyver anvendes mod Praesten, som 
ikke antages at ndfurdre, og at Digteren lager 
sin Tilllugt til Bemerkelson „l(gge” mod Ofll- 
cerer og Critici. 

**) Redacteiiren af ,,T/ie British Review", 
Mr. Roberts tog denne og den fblgende Stan/a 
meget alvorligt og ildc op og indlod sig paa 

en meget hiiitideligRetfaerdtggjorelse, erklaerende 
at der var ikke eel Ord sandt i disse Stanxaer. 
Lord Byron gjorde hans Vrede og Retfajrdiggjo- 
relse meget lalterllg i i*t Brev fra Bologna 1819. 


CCX. 

Jeg sendle det i et Brev til Redacleuren, 1| 
Som tilborligt takkede mig ined umgaaende 
Post— I! Jeg er for en anstaendig Aflikel (d. e. 
Anmeldelse) hans Creditor; || Bog, dersom 
han min blide Muse fluder for godt at have til 
Bedste, || Og bryde sit Lbfte efter at have 
givet hende det, || Benegtende Modtagelseu 
af hvad det kostede, || Og tilsole sin Side med 
Galde istedenfor Honning, || Saa er alt hvad 
jeg kan sige — at han flk Pengene. 

CCXI. 

Jeg taenker at med denne hellige nye Alli¬ 
ance***) II Jeg kan sikkre mig Publicum, og byde 
Trods II Alle andre Magaziner af Konst eller 
Videnskab, H Daglige, eller maanedllgc, eller 
Ire - maanedligc ; Jeg |i Har ei gjort Forsbg 
paa at fordere deres Clienler || Fordi man 
fortaeller mig det vilde vasre forgjaeves at for- 
sbge (derpaa), || Og at ,,Edinburgh Review" 
og ,,Quarterly" || Behandle en dissenterendc 
Forfatier meget martyrmjpssigt. 

***) Den saakaldte Hellige Alliance mellera 
Rusland, Osterrig, Preussen og Frnnkrlg blev 
stiftet i Aaret 1817. Dens Formaal var at 
undertrykke den constitulionclle Aand som 
udbredte sig i Tydskland efter Krigen. Oven- 
najvnte Rigers Monarcher forpligtede sig i Frem- 
tiden til at regjere deres Lande chrisleligen, 
og sammentraadte til den Ende 1 en Art af 
Maadeholds Forening; dette sagde de, varlangt 
bedre end alle Constitutioner. Byron afbe- 
nyttede gjerne liver Leillghed til at give lilint 
Forbiind en lille Sntert. 
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CCXII. 

„^Vo?^ ego hoc ferrem calida juvenla 
^yConstile Planco,'’ lloracesaid, and so 
Say I; by which quotation there is 

meant a 

Hint that some six or seven good 

years ago 

(Long ere I dreamt of dating from the 

Brenta) 

I was most ready to return a blow, 
And would not brook at all this sort of 

thing 

In my hot youth — when George the 

Third was King. 

CCXIII. 

But now at thirty years my hair is 

(I wonder what it will be like at forty: 
I thought of a peruke the other day) 

My heart is not much greener; and, 

in short, 1 

Have squander’d my whole summer 

while 'twas May 

And feel no more the spirit to retort; 1 
Have spent my life, both interest and 

principal, 

And deem not, what I deem’d my soul 

invincible. 


CCXIV. 

No more — no more — Oh! never more 

on me 

The freshness of the heart can fall 

like dew, 

Which out of all the lovely things we 

sec 

Extracts emotions beautiful and new, 
Hived in our bosoms like the bag o’ tlic 

bee: 

Think’st thou the honey with those 

objects grew? 

Alas! ’twas not in them, but in thy power 
To double even the sweetness of a 

flower. 

eexv. 

No more — no more — Oh! never 

more my heart, 

Canst thou be my sole world, my 

universe! 

Once all in all, but now a thing apart, 
Thou canst not be my blessing or my 

curse: 

The illusion’s gone for ever, and thou 

art 

Insensible, I trust, but none the worse, 
And in thy stead Tve got a deal of 

judgment, 

Though heaven knows how it ever found 

a lodffcment. 


ccxir. 

yon pgo hoc ferrem calida juvenf.d || Con- 
sule Platico, sagde Ilorats og det Sanime i| 
Sigerjeg; ved hvilket Cilat der meues et |j 
Vink om at for omlrcnt gode sex ellcr syv Aar 
siden 11 (Lffinge fOrend jeg dronite om at da- 
tere fra ISrenta-tioden) H Jeg var meget rede- 
hon til at gjengjelde et Slag, || Og vilde slot 
ikke have laall en saadan Slags Ting H i min 
varme Ungdom — da Georg den Tredje var 
Kongo. 

ccxiir. 

Men nu i mit tredivie Aar er mit Haar 
great — H (Jeg gad vide hvari det kommei* til 
at ligne i det 4Ude H Jeg ta*nkte paa (at an- 
skaffe mig) en I*aryk forledcn Dag —•) || Mit 
Hjajrte cr ei meget grfinnere; og , kort sagt, 
jeg 11 Har liortorislet hele min Sommer medens 
det (endnu) var Mai (maaned), H Og foler ei 
mere Tilbojelighed til at helale lige for lige ; 
Jeg II Har opbrugt mit Liv, baadc Renter og 
Capital, II Og anseer ikke, som jeg for ansaa, 
min Sjttl for iiovervindelig. 


CCXIV. 

Intet mere — Inlet mere — Oh! aldrlg 
mere paa mig || Kan lljsrtel.s Triskhed faldc 
som Dug, 11 Som udaf alle de clskcligc Ting 
vi see || Uddrager skjonne og nye FOlolscr, H 
Kubegjemle i vor Barm som Biens Saik, || Tin¬ 
ker du Hon ningenmeddisse Gjenslande voxede ? H 
Ach! det var ei i dem, men i din Magt i| At 
fordoble endog en Blomsts Sodhed. 


eexv. 

Intet mere — Intet mere— OIi! aldrigmere, 
mit Hjerte, || Kan du v»re min encste Ver- 
den, mit Universura! || Forhen Alt iAlt, men 
nu en sajrskilt Ting, H Kau du ei va;re min 
Velsignelse eller min Forbandelse. || Blajiid- 
vaerket er forsvundet for stedse, og du ev |1 
FolesiSst, haaber jeg, men slot ikke vajrre, || 
Og i steden for dig har jeg faaet en hel Dcel 
Fornuft, 1| Skjdnt Himmelen veed hvorledes 
den nogensinde fandt Logis*). 


*) I St. lOibetragtes Hjtertet objeclivt, dets 
expansive Kraft, dets Receptlvitet, (lets Sam- 
lings-Evne. I St, 105 derimod betragtes det 


subjectivt, dets indre Kraft, dets Contractili 
tet, dets Selvtilstrtekkelighed; — og beggesFor 
svinden i — Foleslosheden. 
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CCXVf. 

My days of love arc over, me no more *) 
The charms of maid, wife, and still 

less of widow, 

Can make the fool of which they made 

before, 

In short, 1 must not lead the life I 

did do; 

The credulous hope of mutual minds is 

o’er. 

The copious use of claret is forbid too. 
So for a ffood old gentlemanly vice, 

I think I must take up with avarice. 

CCXII. 

Ambition was my idol, which was broken 
Before the shrines of Sorrow and of 

Pleasure; 

And the two last have left me many a 

token, 

O’er which reflection may be made 

at leisure: 

Now, like Friar Bacon’s brazen head, 

I’ve spoken, 

„Time is. Time was, Time’s past,” a 

chymic treasure 

Is glittering youth, which I have spent 

betimes — 

My heart in passion, and my head on 

rhymes. 


CCVIIL 

What is the end of fame? ’tis but to fill 
A certain portion of uncertain paper: 
Some liken it to climbing up a hill. 
Whose summit, like all hills, is lost 

in vapour; 

For this men write, speak, preach, and 

heroes kill. 

And bards burn what they call their 

^midnight taper,” 

To have, when the original is dust, 

A name, a wretched picture, and worse 

bust. 

CCXIX. 

What are the hopes of man! old Egypt’s 

king 

Cheops erected the first pyramid 
And largest, thinking it was just the 

thing 

To keep his memory whole, and 

mummy hid; 

But somebody or other rummaging. 
Burglariously broke his coffin’s lid: 
Let not a monument give you or me 

hopes. 

Since not a pinch of dust remains of 

Cheops. 


ccxvi. 

Mine Kjarligheds Dage ere foibi; mlg ei 
mere || Ktinne Yndighetlerne af Pige, Kone op 
endnu mindre af Enke, || Gjiire til den Daare 
som de for gjorde, — || Kort sagt, jeg maa ei 
fore det Liv jeg forte; || Det godtvoende Haab 
oni gjensidig Gemylfs RetningJ er forbi, || Den 
sljcrke Briig afRodviin er forbiiden ogsaa,*) || 
Saa for en god Gammel-Cenlleinans Last, |1 
Troer jeg jeg maa slaa mig til Gjerrigiieden. 

CCXIl. 

ilrgjerrighed var mit Afgndsbillede, som 
blev brudt || Foran Sorrigs ogVeliysts Alter; [| 
Og de to sidste have efterladt mig mangt ct 
Tegn II Uvorover Reflection kan anstilles ved 
Leilighed || Nu ligesom Rroder (Munken) Da- 
cons Ma3ssing-Uoved bar jeg tail, || ,,Tid er, 
Tid var , Tid er omme” **) — en chymisk 
Skat II Er den gliinrende Ungdom, som jeg 
hav odet tidlig — (| Mit lljarle i Lidenskab, 
og mit Moved paa Riim. 


■*) De forste sei Linier af denne Stan/a 
ere naisten en Oversettelse af Horats Carm. 
Lib. IV. Od 1. V. 21)—32. Men Oversjettelsen 
er heldigt modiilceret, navnlig i ,.widow", 
med et komisk Anstrdg som Originalen ikkehar. 

**) Den engelske Miink Roger Bacon, 

Krudtets vlrkelige Opfinder, levede i (let 13dc 
Aarhundred. Om ham fortailles mange fabel- 
agtige Legender; blandt andre det af han for- 
ficrdigede et Messinghoved som kiinde tale. 


CCVIII. 

Hvad er Ryets Ojemed ? det er kun at fylde || 
En vis Portion af uvist Paplir; || Nogle sam- 
mcnllgne det med Klattren op ad cn Hoi || 
Hvis fop, som alle Ildje, tabes i Diinst; || For 
dette (er det at) Mmnd skrive, tale, prtedike, 
og Helte drsbe, || Og Skjalde brainde hvad de 
kalile deres ,,Midnats Kerte," || For at have, 
naar Originalen (er bleven til) Stov || Et 
Navn, et elendigt Portrait, og slettere Baste***). 

CCXIX. 

Hvad ere Menneskets Forhnabninger ? Det 
gamie ^Egyptens Konge jj Cheops opfbrte den 
forste Pyramide || Og den stOvste, ttenkende 
at den var just den Ting || Som kunde bevare 
bans fliinde heelt, og bans Mumie skjult; || 
Men en eller anden niiiisterende (Person) j| 
Paa Indbrudstyvs Maneer briekkede bans Liig- 
kistc-Laag : || Lad ikke et Monument give dig 
eller mig Haab Ij Siden ikke (engang) en 
Prise af Stov er lilbage af Cheops. 


Huvedet koni saa vidt, at det udtalte disse 
Ord: .,Tiiiic is, — Time was, — Time 
is past — men da det rigtige djeblik til at 
spdrge det videre ei blev iagttaget, styrtede 
Hovedet sig selv ned af sin Picdestal, og blev 
slaaet i Tusinde Stykker. 

***) En Hentydning til Thorvaldsens Buste at 
Lord Byron, som ikke tllfredstillede den aidle 
Lord, 
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ccxx. 

But I, being’ iond of true philosophy, 
Say very often to myself,’’ Alas! 

„A1I things that have been born were 

born to die, 

„And flesh (which Death mows down 

to hay) is grass. 

„Yoii’ve pass’d your youth not so un¬ 
pleasantly, 

„ \ndifyou had it o’er again — ’twould 

pass — 

„So thank your stars that matters arc 

no worse, 

„And read your Bible, sir, and mind 

your purse.” 

CCXXI. 

But for the present, gentle reader! and 
Still gentler purchaser! the bard — 

that’s I — 

Must, with permission, shake you by 

the hand, 


And so your humble servant, and 

good bye! 

We meet again, if we should understand 
Each other; and if not, I shall not try 
Your patience further than by this short 

. sample — 

’Twere well if others follow’d my ex¬ 
ample — 

CCXIl. 

„Go, little book, from this my solitude! 
,jl cast thee on the waters, go thy 

ways! 

„And if, as I believe, thy vein be good, 
„The world will find thee after many 

days.” 

When Southey’s read, and Wordsworth 

understood, 

I can’t help putting in my claim to 

praise — 

The four first rhymes are Southey’s 

every line: 

For God’s sake, reader! take them not 

for mine: 


III. 

Lord Byron’s Scepticism. 


Much as there has been written on this 
subject both in England and in other 
countries, it has rarely, we fear, if 
ever at all, been treated with perfect 
fairness. The noble poet’s scepticism is 
not one of the ordinary kind. It reached 
a stage beyond the common; and this 
is best expre.ssed hy the poet himself: 
he at last ^doubted if doubt itself was 
doubling.” He had past the dreary waste 
of universal doubt, and was already so 
near the shore of Hope and Faith, that 
he had their beacon lights full in view. 


ccxx. 

Men jeg som holder af sand Philosophi, [[ 
Siger meget ofte lil mig selv, ,,Ach ! || Alle 
Ting som have vajuet fodte bleve fddte til at 
dS, II Og Kjod (som DOden mejer ned til Ho) 
er Gr®s; 1| Du har tilhragt din Ungdom ei saa 
ubehagelig, [[ Og kunde du faa den om igjon 
— saa gik det an — || Saa tak dine Stjarner 
at Sagerne ei staa v®rre, j| Og l«es din Bible, 
Herre, og pas paa din Pung. 

CCXXI. 

Men for nasrvajrende Tid, kjasre Lsser! og || 
Endnu kjajrere Kjober! Skjalden — det er 
mig — II iMaa, med Tiiladelse, ryste Eders 
Haand, it Og saa, Eders ydmyge Tjener, og 


He had certainly not taken the shortest 
road; but the long circumnavigation 
was necessary for a mind so vast, so 
energetic, so restless, so inquisitive. It 
behooved him to explore, and to sound 
the extent and the depth of thought in 
all directions: it seems that his faith 
would have been of little value, and of 
small comfort to himself without such a 
cruize. It is by way of establishing this, 
that we here insert the following ex¬ 
tracts. 


Favvel! || Vi modes igjen hvis vi skulde for- 

staa II Hinanden; og hvis ei skal jeg ikke slille 
paa Prove 1| Eders Taalmodighed videre end ved 
denne lille Mundsraag [egenll. Prove] |l Det var 
vel hvis andre fulgte mit Eiempel. 

CCXXII. 

Gaa, lille Bog, fra denne min Ensomhed! 1| 
Jeg kaster dig paa Vandene — gaa din Vej H 
Og hvis, som jeg troer, din Aarc er god, 1| Vil 
Verden ilnde dig efter mange Dage. *) |j Naar 
Southey bliver IjEst, ogWordsworlh forstaaet || 
Kan jeg ci lade va;re at fremkonime ined min 
Fordring paa Roes — || De fire forste Klim ere 
Southey’s, hver Linie; H For Guds Skyld, Lro- 
ser, tag dem ei for mine. 


*) Af Slutningen af Southey’s ,,Pilgrimage to 'Waterloo,” 
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Fuom Don Juan Canto XIV. 


I. 

If from great Nature’s or our own abyss 
Of thought, we could but snatch a 

certainty. 

Perhaps mankind might lind the path 

they miss — 

But then Hwould spoil much good 

philosophy. 

One system eats another up, and this 
Much as old Saturn ate his progeny; 
For when his pious consort gave him 

stones 

In lieu of sons, of these he made no 

bones. 

II. 

But System doth reverse the Titan’s 

breakfast, 

And cats her parents, albeit the di¬ 
gestion 

Is difficult. Pray tell me, can you make 

fast, 

After due search, your faith to any 

question? 

Look back o’er ages, ere unto the stake 

fast 

You bind yourself, and call some mode 

the best one. 

Nothing more true than not to trust 

your senses; 

And yet what are your other eviden¬ 
ces? 


III. 

For me, I know not; nothing I deny, 
Admit, reject, contemn; and what 

know you, 

Except perhaps that you were born to 

die? 

And both may after all turn out un¬ 
true. 

An age may come, Font of eternity, 
When nothing shall be cither old or 

new. 

Death, so called, is a thing which makes 

men weep 

And yet a third of life is pass’d in sleep. 

IV. 

A sleep without dreams, after a rough 

day 

Of toil, is what we covet most; and yet 
How clay shrinks back from more quies¬ 
cent clay! 

The very suicide that pays his debt 
At once without instalments (an old 

way 

Of paying debts, which creditors re¬ 
gret) 

Lets out impatiently his rushing breath, 
Less from disgust of life than dread of 

death. 


I. 

Hvis fra den store Nalurs eller vort eget 
Afgrund II Af Taiike vi kiin kundc faa fat paa 
en Vished, |1 Kanskee Menneskeslaegten (da) 
kunde flndc den Sti den laljcr — \\ Men saa 
vilde dette spolere meget af god Philosophi. || 
Det ene System seder det andet op, og dette |j 
Saa temmelig paa samme Maade som gamle 
Kronos aad sit Afkoni; || Thi da bans sleegt- 
kjserlige Jlgtefselle gav ham Stene || Isteden 
for Sonner, saa gjorde han ingen Omstaeudig- 
heder veil disse. 

II . 

flien System vender Titanens Frokost om 
Og aeder s'ine Foraeldre, hvorvel Forddjelsen 
Er vanskelig. Korn, sig mig, kan I gjore fast 
Efter tilboriig Granskning, eders Tro til noget 
Sporgsmaal? || See lilbage over Tidsaldre, 
inden til Pielen fast l| I binder Eder selv, og 
kalder cn eller anden Maade den hedste. \\ 
Intet er mere sikkert end det: ikie at tro 
Eders Sandser || Og dog hvad ere Eders andre 
Vishedev (fiildgyldige Beviser). 


Euripides siger etsteds; 

TtS fASv iCTivKaid-aPsiu. 

To cTf (yp voi^v^eTCii> 


III. 

nvad mig angaaer, jeg veed Intet; Inlet 
jegnegter, 1| Tilstaaer, forkaster, foragter; 
og hvad veed /, || Undtagen kanskee at 1 var 
fijdt til at do? II Og begge Dele kan, naar 
Alt kommer til Alt, beflndes usandt || En 
Tidsaldei kan komnie, Evighedens Font, || Da 
intet bliver enten gammelt eller nyt. H Den 
saakaldte Dod*) er en Ting som bringer Men- 
nesket til at grade, 1| Og dog tilbringes en 
tredje Deel af Livet i Sovn. 

IV. 

EnSevn udenDromme, efter en haardDagH 
Af Strabadser, er hvad vi meest begjare; og 
dog II Hvor Lceret gyser tilbage fra et endnu 
mere hvilende Leer! || Endog Selvmorderen 
som betaler sin Gjald |1 Med eet uden Afdrag 
(en ganimel Fafon || At betale Gjeld paa, 
hvilket Creditorer beklage) || Udlader ulaal- 
modigt sin fremstyrtende Aande || Mindre af 
Afsky for Liv end Frygt for Dod. 


En Tanke som Lord Byron paa et andet Sled, 
bar udtrykt mere bogstaveligt. 
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V. 

’Tis round him, near him, here, there, 

every where; 

And thcrc^s a courage which grows 

out of fear, 

Perhaps of all most desperate, which 

will dare 

The worst to know it: — when the 

mountains rear 

Their peaks beneath your human foot, 

and there 

You look down o’er the precipice, 

and drear 

The gulf of rock yawns, — you can’t 

gaze a minute 

Without an awful wish to plunge with¬ 
in it. 

VI. 

'Tis true, you don’t — but, pale and 

struck with-terror, 
Retire: but look into your past im¬ 
pression ; 

And you will find, though shuddering 

at the mirror 

Of your own thoughts, in all their 

self-confession. 
The lurking bias, be it truth or error. 
To the unknoicn; a secret preposses¬ 
sion, 

To plunge with all your fears — but 

where? You know not, 
And thaPs the reason why you do — 

or do not. 


VII. 

But what’s this to the purpose? you 

will say. 

Gent, reader, nothing; a mere spe¬ 
culation, 

For which my sole excuse is — ’tis my 

way, 

Sometimes icith and sometimes with¬ 
out occasion 

I write what’s uppermost, without de¬ 
lay: 

This narrative is not meant for nar¬ 
ration, 

But a mere airy and fantastic basis. 

To build up common things with com¬ 
mon-places. 

vm. 

You know, or don’t know, that great 

Bacon saith, 

„Fling up a straw, ’twill show the 
way the wind blows:” 
And such a straw, borne on by human 

breath, 

Is Poesy, according as the mind glo ws^ 
A paper kite, which flics ’Iwixt life and 

death, 

A shadow which the onward soul 

behind throws: 

And mine’s a bubble not blown up for 

praise, 

But just to play with, as an infant 

plays. 


V. 

Den er rundt om ham, naer ham, her, der, 
overalt; ![ Og der gives Mod som opstaaer af 
Frygt II Kanskee af alle det meest fortvivlede, 
hviiket vil trodse |] Det Varste for at kjende 
det — naar Bjjergene opreise 1| Deres Tinde 
under eders menneskeligc Fod, og der |1 1 
skiier ned over Afgrunden, og trist \\' Klippe- 
svKlget gaber — saakani ei stirre etlUinut, || 
Uden et forfffirdeligt Onske, at styrte Eder 
ned deri. 

VI. 

Det er sandt 1 gjor det ei — men bleg og 
slaaet af Rajdsel, H Triekker Eder tilbage : men 
sku indi Eders nysforbigangne Indtryk! 1) Og 
I vil flnde, skjont gysende for Speilet || Af 
Eders egne Tanker, i hele deres Selvbekjen- 
deise 11 Den lurende Drift (Tilbojelighed), det 
vsere Sandhed eller Vildfarelse, \\ Til det 

Udekjendle; en hemmelig Forkja3rlighed || For 
at styrte Eder med al Eders Rasdsel — men 
hvorhen? I veed det ei, || Og det er Gninden 
hvorfor I gjdr det — cller gjor det ikke *). 


VII. 

Men hvad kommer dette Sagen ved? vil I 
sige, II Kjaere Laser, Intet, eii blot Specula¬ 
tion, II For hvilken min eneste Undskyldning 
er — det er min Maade, )| Underliden 7iiedog 
undertiden xuien Anledning 1| At jeg skiiver 
hvad der kommer iiverst nden Standsning, H 
Deniie Fovttelling er ei bestemt til at fortal- 
les, II Men den er kun en luftig og phanta- 
stisk Grundvold || For at opbygge almindelige 
Ting med Alraenstcder. 


VIII. 

I veed, eller I veed ikke, at den store Ba¬ 
con sagde II ,,Kast op et Straa, og det vil vise 
hvilken Vei Vinden blaser”; || Og et saadant 
Straa, baaret frem ved menneskelig Aande 1| 
Er Digtningen, alt efter som Aanden gloer; 
(gloder) II En Papiirs Drage som rtyver mel- 
leiu Liv og Dod, If En Skygge som den fremad 
ilende Sjal lader bag ved sig, || Og min [Digt- 
ning] er en Boble, ei puslet op for Roes, || 
Men just til at lege med som et Barn leger. 


*) I de to fovegaaende Stan/er behandles paa gjor Indholdet af Moiiologen \ Hamlet Act III, 
en original Maade den samme Tanke som ud- Sc. I. 










76 


Satirical Poems. 


IX. 

The world is all before me — or behind; 

For I have seen a portion of thatsame, 

And quite enough for me to keep in 

mind; — 

Of passions too, I have proved enough 

to blame, 

To the great pleasure of our friends, 

mankind, 

Who like to mix some slight alloy 

with fame: 

For I was rather famous in my time, 

Until I fairly knock’d it up with rhyme. 


X. 

I have brought this world about iny 

cars, and eke 

The other; that’s to say, the clergy 

— who 

Upon my head have bid their thunders 

break 

In pious libels by no means a few. 
And yet I can’t help scribbling once a 

week, 

'riring old readers, nor discovering 

new. 

In youth I wrote, because my mind was 

full. 

And now because I feel it growinff 

dull. 


XI. 

But „why then publish?” — There are 

no rewards 

Of fame or profit, when the world 

grows weary. 

I ask in turn, — why do you play at 

Ccii*ds ? 

Why drink? Why read? — To make 
some hour less dreary. 

It occupies me to turn back regards 
On what I’ve seen or ponderUl, sad 

or cheery; 

And what I write I cast upon the 

stream, 

To swim or sink — I have had at least 

my dream. 

XII. 

I think that were I certain of success, 

I hardly could compose another line : 
So long Pvc battled either more or 

less. 

That no defeat can drive me from 

the Wine. 

This feeling ’tis not easy to express, 
And yet ’tis not alFccted, 1 opine. 

In play, there are two pleasures for 

your choosing — 

The one is winning, and the other los- 

ing. 


IX. 

Hele Verrteu ligger for nitg — eller hag ved 
(mig) j| Thi jog liar sect en Portion af den 
samme, || Og fuldkommen nok for mIg til at 
beholde i Sinilel; — || Af Lideiiskaber, ogsaa 
har jeg erfaret nok for Dadel, || Til vore Ven- 
ners, Menneskesltegtens, store Forlystelse, || 
Som holder af at blande en Mile Smiile Legc- 
ring (Tilsaetning) i Ryct; 1[ Thi jeg var sna- 
rere beromt i min TId, Ij Indtil jeg ganske 
ordentlig oclelagde (let [niit Ry nenilig] med 
lliiin. 

X. 

Jeg har faaet denne Verden paa Nakken af 

mig (egenti. ein Orene) og ligeledes || Den 

anden: det vil sige Geistlighedcn .— som H 

Paa mit Hoved har budt sineTordener atbryde 

ned II 1 gudsfrygtige Smiedeskrifler som ingen- 

liinde ere faae. |1 Og dog kan jeg cl ladeviere 

at skriblere cii Gang om Ugen, 1| Traettende 

gamle Laescre, og ei opdagende ny. || 1 Ung- 

dommen skrev jeg fordi min Sjsl var fuld, || 

Og nu (skriver jeg) fordi jeg foler den bliver 

slov. 

* 


XI. 

Men ,,hvorfor da udgive?” — Der ere ingen 
Belonninger || Af Ry eller Fordel naar Ver¬ 
den bliver trait. || Jeg sporger igjen — Hvor- 
for spiller 1 Kaart? || llvorfor drikke? Hvorfor 
laese? — For at gjore en Time mindre irist H 
Det beskjoiftiger mig at vende lUikkene tilhage i| 
Paa hvad jeg har seet eller overtsnkt, sbrgmo- 
dlg eller munter; H Og del som jeg skriver 
det Raster jeg paa Str6mnien, || (Og lader det) 
svomme eller synke — Jeg har i det mindste 
havt rain Droin. 

XII. 

Jeg troer at hvls jeg var vis paa at gjore 
I.ykkc II Vilde jeg naippe coraponere en Linie 
mere; ( Saa l«nge har jeg kjempet enten 
mere eller mindre |i At inlet Xederlag kan 
driv(5 mig fra de Ni. |1 Denne Folelse er det 
cl let at udtrykke |1 Og dog er den ei alTec- 
teret, formener jeg. H I Spil ere der to For- 
ndjelser for Eder at vslge (imellem) — li Den 
ene er at vinde, og den anden at labe. 
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XIII. 

Besides, iny Muse by no means deals 

in fiction; 

She gathers a repertory of facts, 

Of course vvitli some reserve and slight 

restriction; 

But mostly sings of human things and 

acts — 

And that’s one cause she meets with 

contradiction; 

For too much truths at first sight, 

ne’er attracts; 

And were her object only what’s call’d 

glory. 

Wilh more ease too she’d tell a dilfe- 

rent story. 

XIV. 

Love, war, a tempest — surely there’s 

variety; 

Also a seasoning slight of lucubration; 
A bird’s-eye view too of that wild, So¬ 
ciety; 

A slight glance thrown on men of 

every station. 

If you have nought else, here’s, at least 

satiety 

Both in performance and in prepara¬ 
tion ; 

And though these lines should only line 

portmanteaus, 

Trade will be all the better for these 

Cantos: 


XV. 

The portion of this world which I at 

present 

Have taken up to fill the following 

sermon. 

Is one of which there’s no description 

recent; 

The reason why, is easy to deter¬ 
mine : 

Although it seems both prominent and 

pleasant, 

There is a sameness in its gems and 

ermine, 

A dull and family Idteness through all 

ages, 

Of no great promise for poetic pages. 

XVI. 

With much to excite, there’s little to 

exalt; 

Nothing that speaks to all men and 

all times; 

A sort of varnish over every fault; 

A kind of common-place even in their 

crimes; 

Factitious passions, wit without much 

salt, 

A want of that true nature which 

sublimes 

Whate’er it shows with truth; a smooth 

monotony 

Of character, in those at least who have 

got any. 


XIII. 

Dcsutlcn, min Muse handler ing:enlunde med 
Dlgtning \\ llun samler et Repertoire afKjends- 
gjerninger, H Naturligviis ined nogen Tilhage- 
holilenlied og ubetydelig Afkortning, Ij Men 
syngcr dog niest om inenneskelige Ting og 
Raiidlinger —- |[ Og det er ecn Aarsag hvorfor 
hun nioder Modsigelse; || Thi allfor megen 
Sandhed, ved forste Ojekast cr aldrig tiltr®k- 
kende; || Og dersom hendes Ojemed var knn 
det som kaidcs Usedcr [Berbnimelse] i| Saa 
vilde hun og det med langt stdrre Lelhed, for- 
liclle cn ganske anden Ilistorle. 

XIV. 

Kjarlighed, Krig, en Stor;n — sikkerlig dor 
er Afvcxling || Ogsaa en uhelydclig Krydren 
af Stiulering; H Et Overhlik ogsaa over det 
Vildnis Samrniulct; || Et lille Bilk kastet paa 
Majnd af enliver Stilling. || llvis 1 har inlet 
andet saa cr her i (let Mindste Majtlelse, |[ 
Baade i lldforeise og Tilberedning; |] Og solv 
om di.sse LInicr kiiti skiiUlc rodre ReisekolTcr- 
ter, II Saa vil Ilandelen dog allid drage For- 
del af dlsse Cantoer. 


XV. 

I)cn Reel afVerden som jeg for nsrvarende 
TId II Har optaget til at iidfyide den folgcnde 
Prajdiken, |] Er en hvoraf dcr ei haves nogen 

ny Reskrivelsc*) || Grunden Jivorfor, er l«;t at 
bestemme: H HvorveJ don synes baade frem- 
ragende og bcbagelig, || Saa cr der en Eens- 
hed (Afvexlingsloshed) i dens Juveler og Her- 
meiin, jj En slbv og Familie-Lighed gjennem 
alle Aldrc !| Som ei er meget lovende forpoe- 
tiske Sider (Paginaci). 

XVI. 

Med meget som ophidscr er der tidet som 
ophdjer; || Intct som liltalcr alle Ma'nd og 
alle Tidcr: || Et Slags Fernis (GInssnr) over 
liver Feii; ]] En Art af Vcdlaigts Regel selv i 

deres Forbrydelscr; || Eftergjorte Lldenskaber, 
Viid uden nieg(tt Salt t[ En Mangel af den 
sandc ^'aliir som oplibjer || ilvadsomlielst den 
viscr med Sandhed; en glal Munuloni || 1 

Charakteer lies dem, i del mindsle, som have 
nogen. 


Her menea den fornonime Verden. 
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XVIf. I 

Sometimes indeed, like soldiers off pa- | 

rade, ! 

They break their ranks and gladly 

leave the drill; 

But then the roll-call draws them back 

afraid, 

And they must be or seem what they 

were: still 

Doubtless it is a brillant masquerade; 
But when of the first sight you have 

had your fill, 

It palls — at least it did so upon me, 
This Paradise of Pleasure and Ejmui. 

XVIII. 

When we have made our' love, and 

gamed our gaming, 
Brest, voted, shone, and may be, 

something more; 

With dandies dined; heard senators de¬ 
claiming; 

Seen beauties brought to market by 

the score; 

Sad rakes to sadder husbands chastely 

taming; 

There^s little left but to be bored or 

bore. 

Witness those y^ci-^devmitjeunes homines” 

who stem 

The stream, nor leave the world which 

leaveth them. 


xvn. 

Undertiden, vistnok, ligesom Soldateruden 
for PariTde, || Bryde do Linierne og ere glade 
ved at forlade Exercisen; 1| Wen saa drager 
Monster Rolle Opraabet dem forskra;kkede til- 
bage II Og de maa va;re eller synes lived de 
vare, alligevel |] Udenlvivl er det cn brillant 
Masquerade; || Wen, near af det fdrste Syn 
du har faaet nok || Saa overmajfter det — i 
det Mindsie gjorde det saa ved mig || Dette For- 
lystelsens og Kjajdsomhedens Paradlis. 

XYIll. 

Naar vi have havt vore Elskovshandeler og 
spillet vore Ilazardspil, l| Have klajdt os paa, 
voteret, sklnnet, og, kanskee noget mere; ]| 
Splst til Middag med Dandier; hurt Senatorer 
doclamere; 1| Seet Skjonhoder bragte tilTorvs 
ISneeseviia, || Soin kydskt tajnime slenime 
Udhalcre lil slettere jEgtemsend; || Saa er der 
lidet movers uden at plages eller plage*) || 
Dette visor sigpaa Aa ,,ci-devant jeunes kom- 
mes" .som kjajinpe 1| Med Strommen, og ei 
forlade Verden sera fortader dem. 


XIX. 

'Tis said — indeed a general complaint — 
That no one has succeeded in des¬ 
cribing 

The Monde, exactly as they ought to 

to paint. 

Some say, that authors only snatch, 

by bribing 

The porter, some slight scandals strange 

and quaint, 

To furnish matter for their moral 

gibing; 

And that their hooks have but one style 

in common — 

My lady’s prattle, filter’d through her 

woman, 

XX. 

But this canH well he true, just now; 

for writers 

Are grown of the Beau Monde a part 

potential: 

I’ve seen them balance even the scale 

with fighters, 

Especially when young, for that’s 

essential. 

Why do their sketches fail them as in- 

diters 

Of what they deem themselves most 

consequential — 

The real portrait of the highest tribe? 
’Tis that, in fact, there’s little to describe. 

XIX. 

Man siger — det or i Sandhed en alnunde- 
lig Klage — j[ At det ikke er lykkedes nogen 
at beskrive [1 Monde (Modeverdenen) nojag- 
tigt soin den burde males; || Nogle sige, at 
Forfatternc kun rapse til slg ved at bestikke |l 
Portneren, iiogle ubetydelige besynderllge og 
pudseerlige Scandalcr, j| For at skaffc til vejo 
Material for deres moralske Dadel (Spot); || 
Og at deres Boger have kun een (Art af) Stiil 
lilfajlles — II Mylady’s Smaasnak, flUreret 
gjennem hendes Pige. 

XX. 

Men dette kan ei vel va;re sandt, just nil ; 
Ihi Skiibenter || Ere blcvne af den line Vor- 
den en msgtig Deel; |1 Jeg har seet dem ba- 
iancere Vjegtskaalen lige med Nievofajgtere **) || 
Isffir medens de vare nnge, tin dette er va;- 
scntligt II Hvorfor mislykkes deres Skitser 
(naar de optriede) som Forfatterc || Over det 
som de selv ansce for det allervigtlgsle, || Del 
Tirkelige Portrait af don hdjeste Stainme? |j 
Sagen er, i Sandhed, der er lidet at beskrive. 


Eller, hjemsogOF af Plage-aander eller 
selv vaii’C Plagoaand. Dette refererer sig dog 
isa.'r til Visiter. Bore er ot Salons-Udtryk, 
som kom i Mode omtrent i Byrons sid.slc Aar 
i England, IH15 & 10. Det brugos oin en kja?- 
delig, iibeliagclig Person eller Ting; dog IsaT 
en ukjajT Besoger. TJeneren melder f. Ex. 


,,Lady Caroline S. is in the drawingroom, Mg 
lady. — ,,Oh, say I am ont, she is such a bore!" 

**) D. e. va*re ligesaa anseclc som Na;ve- 
fagtcrnc. Mr. Jackson en beromt Boxer var 
vel seet i de fdrste t’irkler i London. Han 
var saa at sige daglig Ojieat hos llertiiiren af 
Wellington; ogsaa hos fieorg IV. 









Satirical Poems. 


79 


XXI. 

„Haud ignara lequor:'* these are Nugw, 

„quarun 

Pars parva fui/’ but still art and part. 
Now I could much more easily sketch 

a harem, 

A battle, wreck, or history of the 

heart, 

Than these things; and besides, I wish 

to spare'em. 

For reasons which I choose to keep 

apart. 

^^Vetabo Cereris sacrum qui vulgarW’ — 
Which means that vulgar people must 

not share it. 


xxn. 

And therefore whatl throw olf is ideal — 
Lower'd, leaven’d, like a history of 

Freemasons; 

Which hears the same relation to the 

real, 

As Captain Parry’s voyage may do 

to Jason’s. 

The grand arcanunPs not for men to 

see all, 

My music has some mystic diapasons; 
And there is much which could not be 

appreciated 

In any manner by the uninitiated. 


XXIII. 

Alas: Worlds fall — and Woman, since 

she fell'd 

The World (as, since that history, 

less polite 

Than true, hath been a creed so strictly 

held) 

Has not yet given up the practice quite. 
Poor thing of usages! Coerc’d, com- 

pell’d, 

Victim when wrong, and martyr oft 

when right, 

Condemn’d to child-bed, as men for 

their sins 

Have shaving too entail’d upon their 

chins. — 

XXIV. 

A daily plague, which in the aggregate 
May average on the whole with par¬ 
turition. 

But as to women, who can penetrate 
The real sufferings of their she-con- 

dition? 

Man’s very sympathy with their estate 
Has much of selfishness and more 

suspicion. 

Their love, their virtue, beauty, edu¬ 
cation. 

But form good housekeepers, to breed 

a nation. 


XXI. 

Ei iibekjendl taler jeg; Disse ere Niaise- 
ricr hvori 1| Jeg havde en liden Deel, men var 
dog .Medvider og Medsk>ldig. |j Nu kunde jeg 
(dog) langt Icttere akitsere et Uarem || £n 
HaUilte, ctSkibbrud, cllcr Hjajrtets Historic, [| 
End disse Ting; og desuden onsker jeg at 
skaane dem, 1| Af Grunde sora jeg finder for 
godt at holde for sig. || ,,Vetalio cereris sa¬ 
crum qui vulgarit” *) — [| Hvilket betyder 
at vulgaire Folk cl maa tage Heel deri. 

XXII. 

Og derfor er dot so'ni jegskitserer ideclt—1| 
Nedstemt, syret Ilgesom en Historic om Frimu- 
rerne; || Som staaer i samme Forhold til det 
virkellge H Som Capitain Parry’s Reiso kan 
staae tli Jasons. [[ Den store HenimcUghcd er 
ikke for Ma:nd at see Alt; 1| Min Musik bar 
noglc mysliske Octaver; jl Og der er meget 
som ei kunde paa-skjdnnes |1 Paa nogen Maade 
nndtagen af dc liidviedc. 


•*) Horats. Carin. k. 111. Od. 2. ^ Egentl. 
,,Jeg vil banlyse den som rdber Cereris Mysle- 


XXIII. 

Ach! Verdener falde — og Qvinden siden 
hun fasldede |) Verden feftersoni, siden den 
Historic mindre artig 1[ End sand, bar vasret 
en Troes-Artiket saa straingt vedlaget) II Har 
ikke endnu ganske opgivet denne Praxis. \\ 
Stakkels Ting af Vedta’gter! indesparret, Ivun- 
gcji, II Et Offer naar hun bar Uret, og ofte en 
Martyr naar hun har Ret, \\ Fordomt til Bar- 
selsangen, som Mandene for dercs Synder || 
Ogsaa hove Barbering arvbunden paa deres 
Hager. — 

XXIV. 

En daglig Plage, som samlet i Ect i| I 
Gjenncmsnit kan i det Hele stilles op mod 
Fbdselsveer. || Men. hvad Qvinder angaaer, 
hvo kan gjcnncmtrange || Be virkelige Lidel- 
ser af deres IIun-Tlistand ? \\ Selve Mandens 
Sympathi meil dercs Forfatning || liar inegel 
af Egcnkjarlighed (i .sig), og mere afMislanke. || 
Deres KJarllghed, deres Dyd , Skjonhed, Op- 
dragelse, y Danne kun gode Hushoidersker for 
at opklakke en Nation. 


rier.” Dot komiske llgger i don forsa'ilig fnl- 
ske Over.sa;tlolso. 
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All this were very well and can’t be 

better; 

Blit even this is difficult. Heaven 

knows! 

So many troubles from her birth beset her, 
Such small distinction between friends 

and foes, 


The gilding wears so soon from olF her 

fetter, 

That — but ask any woman if she’d 

choose 

(Take her at thirty, that is) to have 

been 

Female or male? a school-boy or a 

queen? 


From Canto XI. 


I. 

When Bishop Berkeley said „there was 

no matter,” 

And proved it ~ ’twas no matter 

what he said: 

They say his system ’tis in vain to batter. 
Too subtle for the airiest human head; 
And yet who can believe it? I would 

shatter 

Gladly aU matters down to stone or 

lead, 

Or adamant, to find the world a spirit. 
And wear my head, denying that I 

wear it. 

II. 

What a sublime discovery ’twas to 

make the 

Universe universal egotism, 

That all’s ideal — all ourselves; Pll 

stake the 

World (be it what you will) that 

that's no schism. 


Oh, Doubt! — If thou be’st Doubt, for 

which some take thee, 
But which I doubt extremely — thou 

sole prism 

OftheTruth’s rays, spoil notmy draught 

of spirit! 

Heaven’s brandy, though our brain can 

hardlv bear it. 
III. 

For ever and anon comes Indigestion, 
(Not the most „dainty Ariel”) and per¬ 
plexes 

Our soarings with another sort of ques¬ 
tion: 

And that which after all my spirit vexes. 
Is, that I find no spot where man can 

rest eye on. 

Without confusion of the sorts and 

sexes, 

Of beings, stars, and this unriddled 

wonder, 

The world, which at the worst’s a glo¬ 
rious blunder. — 


XXV. 

All (lette vilde vzere Rodt nok, og kan ei 
va;re kedre; 1] Men sclv detle er vanskeligt, 
del veed Hinimclen, || Saamange Bekymrin- 
ger llge fra hendcs Fodsel omringe hende j] 
Der er saa liden Forskjjel mellem Venner og 
Fjender, H Forgyldningen opslidcs saa snarl 
af hendes Lajnke || Afc — men sporg en 
Qvinde om him vilde fo^clraikkc l| (Dct vilsige 
tag hende i del tredivte Aar) at have va 2 ret|| 
Qvinde eller Wand? en .Skoledreng eller 
Dronning. 


1 . 

Da Biskop Berkeley sagde ,,dcr var ingen 
Materie” || Og hevisto del — saa havde del 
Intel at sige hvad han sagde: || Dc sige bans 
System er dot forgjieves at (ville) nedbryde, || 
Dot er for flint for det liifligstc Menneskeho- 
ved ; II Og dog hvem kan troe del? Jeg vilde 
sonderknuse || Med Gla;de alle Materier ned 
til Steen eller Bly || Eller Diamant, for at 
finde (at) Verden (var) en Aand, [| Og bajre 
mlt llovod negtende at jeg barer det. 


II. 

HvIIken ophbjet Opdagelse det var at gjbre H 
Universet III en universal Egolsme, H At Alt 
er ideelt — Alt vi seh: jeg vadder H Verden 
(den vare hvad du vU) at det er inlet Schisina. || 
Oh Tvivl! — dersom du Tvivl er det som 
nogle tage dig lor, || Men som jeg betvivler i 
hojeste Grad — du eneste Prisma || For Sand- 
hedens Straaler, fordarv ex min Slurk Spiri- 
tus! 11 Uinimelens Cognac, skjiinl vore Dj«r- 
ner najppe kan taale det. 

HI. 

Thi nf og til kommer Dyspepsi (slet For- 
doielse) || (Ei den „lakkreste Ariel”*) og 
forstyrrer H Vor hbje FUigt med el andel 
Slags af Sporgsmaal, j( Og det som til syvende 
og sidst airgrer min Aand, Jj Er, at jeg finder 
Ingen Piet man kan hvlle Ojet pna [[ Uden 
Forvirring af Arterne og Kjbnnene j] Af V.v- 
sener, Stjajrner, og dette opklarede [el. ufor- 
klarede] Under || Verden, som 1 varste Til- 
failde er en herlig hommert. 


*) Prospero. Oh, (let er min lakkre (slido) Ariel; jeg vil .savne dig; Men dog skal 
du faa Frilled. Shakesp. Tempest. Act V. 
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IV. 

If it be chance; or if it be according 
To the old text, still better: — lest 

it should 

Turn out so, we’ll say nothing’gainst 

the wording, 

As several people think such hazards 

rude: 

They’re right; our days are too brief 

for affording 

Space to dispute what no one ever 

could 

Decide, and euei-t/ hody one day will 
Know’ very clearly — or at least lie 

still. 


V. 

And therefore will I leave off metaphy¬ 
sical 

Discussion which is neither here nor 

there: 

If I agree that what is, is; then this I 

call 

Being quite perspicuous and extre¬ 
mely fair. 

The truth is, I’ve grown lately rather 

phthisical: 

I don't know what the reason is — 

the air 

Perhaps ; but as I suffer from the shocks 
Of illness, I grow much more orthodox. 


IV. 

Loitu Byron’s 

Apalogy of a Miser, 


kSingular as it seems yet it is a notorious 
fact that almost all the critics — and 
they were not few — who wrote about 
Byron and his works during his lifetime, 
fell into tlie great error of identifying 
his own character with that of the 
imaginary persons represented in his 
writings. It is not a little astonishing 
that even such a man as Gothe should 
swell the mob of such blunderers, and 
that he should gravely rehearse, as de¬ 
serving of credit, the most absurd fables, 
that had been invented, in support of a 
critical theory, which was fully as un¬ 
reasonable as it was uncharitable. Even 
murders were resorted to, for the pur¬ 
pose of explaining the riddle of the 
identity c. g. of Byron and l^Ianfrcd!! 
I.ord Byron of course, neither would 
nor could publicly rebut such monstrous 
calumnies, although well aware of their 
existence. But 31r. Moore has in a pas¬ 


sage of his „Life of Lord Byron”, which 
has been subjoined as a note to Manfred, 
in an off-hand manner noticed [the al¬ 
most childish credulity of Gothe. „The 
„grave contidence” says he, „with which 
„the venerable critic traces the fancies 
„of his brother poet to real persons and 
„events, making no difficulty even of a 
„double murder at Florence to furnish 
„grounds for his theory, affords an 
„amusing instance of the disposition so 
„prevalent throughout Europe, to pic- 
j,ture Byron as a man of marvels and 
„mysteries, as well in his life as in his 
„poetry. To these exaggerated, or 
„wholly false notions of him, the nu- 
„merous fictions palmed upon the world 
„of his romantic tours and wonderful 
„adventures in places he never saw, 
„and with persons that never existed, 
„have, no doubt, considerably contri- 
„buted; and the consequence is, so ut- 


IV. 

Dersom det er et Tilftelde; eller livis det 
er overeensstemniende || Med den sarnie Text, 
endnn bedre: — fordi det kunde || Dog: be- 
flndes at v®re saa, vil vi intet sige mod Ud- 
trykkene || Da adskilUge Folk ansee slige 
Vovespil for ^lartige. || De have ret; voreDage 
ere for korto lU at tilstede l| Leillghed til 
at dispulere om det som Ingen nogensinde 
kunde 1| Afgjbre og enhver Pemon en Gang 
vil II Vide medifiildkommeii Klarhed — eller 
i det mindste ligge stillc. 


V. 

Og derfor vil jeg opgive metaphysisk || 
Discussion som ingeiisteds har hjemme; |i Der. 
som jeg tilslaaer at hvad der er, er; saa kal- 
der jeg detle H At vsre fuldkommen klar og 
overmaade billig (oprigtig;) || Sandheden er, 
jeg er i den senere Tid bleven lldt svindso- 
tig; II Jeg veed ei hvad Grunden er — Luf- 
ten II Kanskee; men eftcr som jeg lldcr af 
Anfaldcne j| Af Sygdora, bliver jeg meget mere 
orthodox [el. rctlroende.] 


6 
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„terly out of truth and nature are the 
jjrepresentations of his life and charac- 
„ler, long current upon the Continent, 
„that it may be questioned whetlierthe 
„real flesh and blood hero of these pa- 
„ges, — the social, practical-minded, 
„and, with all his faults and excentri- 
„cities English Lord Byron, — may not, 
„to the overexalted imagination of most 
„of his foreign admirers, appear but an 
jjordinary, unromantic, and prosaic per- 
„sonage.” — 

But although Lord Byron disdained 
publicly to refute the fables here alluded 
to, it was quite natural that he some¬ 
times alluded to them in conversation 
with his friends. Thus for example, 
he once observed to Mr. Kennedy: „I 
„cannot conceive why people will al- 
„ways mix up my own character and 
„opiuions with those of the imaginary 
„bcings which, as a poet, I have the 
„right and liberty to draw” — Lord 
Byron might indeed with great reason 
express his astonishment at this per¬ 
versity of judgement, so much the more, 
since other poets have not been in the 
same manner identified with their works, 
although it is pretty obvious that it 
would be no more absurd to say: 
„Shakspeare drew himself in Henry 
VIII, in Macbeth, and in Shylock, than 
to say Byron portrayed himself in Don 
Juan, in Manfred and The Giour; it 
could however hardly escape the noble 
poet’s notice that this vulgar error im¬ 
plied the highest compliment, although 
involuntary, to the power of his Muse.* 
Had the offspring of his imagina¬ 
tion hcen less vigorous, less palpably 
real, no such confusion of poet and 
poem would have taken place. There 
was a substantiality in his very thoughts, 
and ’though his „imaginary beings” did 
notbreathe, eat, ordrink, yet Iheyacted 
on the minds of his readers, >Yith the 
same power, as if they had all the at¬ 
tributes of real life. The silly reader 
lifting up his eyes from the page, looks 
around tlie room — „with first a start 
and then a wink” — for theperson which 
was occupying his mind, and sees no¬ 


body: „0h, it must have been the poet 
himseir^ is his very wise conclusion, — 
„for surely there was somebody.” — 

Was it perhaps with a design of ren¬ 
dering this identification of poet with 
poem most exquisitely ludicrous that 
Lord Byron drew his Miser, and most 
unequivocally identified himself with 
that character? It is strange however, 
that although, in this particular case, 
his own authority can, with perfect 
truth, be alleged in proof of the iden¬ 
tification, no sapient critic has fastened 
the miser’s character upon his Lordship. 

It is indeed much to be wondered 
that none of Lord Byron’s critics ever 
thought of identifying him with Siegen- 
dorf in the tragedy of „Wcrner”, thus 
amongst other „humours”, „runningthe 
nuthooks humour” on his Lordship. But 
Werner is Lord Byron’s weakest pro¬ 
duction, and the imagination of the cri¬ 
tic thus less powerfully acted upon, so 
he does not here, fall into the ordinary 
delusion. 

But preposterous, as the mixing up 
of Lord Byron’s character with that of 
the creatures of his imagination is in 
every case, it is more preeminently so 
in the case of Don Juan. The way in 
which this unique poem was composed 
is with unmistakeable candor described 
by the poet, Don Juan Canto XIV. st. 
7—12 inch*): it is the rapid current, 

— it is the cataract of thought and 
feeling of a mind of extraordinary ca¬ 
pacity and power. — Monte deenr- 
rens velut amnis — A part of man’s 
thoughts are voluntary, but another, 
and in many instances, by far thegreater 
part is involuntary. Both are mixed 
together in Don Juan. Lord Byron has, 
with a degree of boldness, that has no 
parallel, „laid bare his bosonP’ — made 
his breast and soul thoroughly pellucid 

— offered to the world without reserve 
what was passing within — a pano¬ 
rama of a microcosmos, which in the 
midst of the littlenesses siirroiindiug it, 
in time and space, was of stupendous 
dimensions, and rich in marvels. It is 
not here our business to pronounce any 


See ante page 75. 
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judgement on the merits of such a 
hazardous experiment: or to inquire 
whether it would not have been ad¬ 
vantageous lor Lord Byron’s fame if he, 
who so carefully polished Iiis verse 
with regard to form and language, had 
bestowed a proportionate afterlabour 
also on the matter of this poem; but it 
is clear that if he had, a specimen of 
the natural history of thought, as ge¬ 
nuine as it is interesting, had not then 
been given to the world. Lord Byron’s 
passive thoughts, as well as his active 
meditations, are exhibited in Don Juan: 
the former may often be, nay undoub¬ 
tedly are, substantially immoral, im¬ 
pious, blasphemous, while the tendency 
of the latter is noble and elevating; but 
it would bebothunfairand unreasonable 
to connect the former with his charac¬ 
ter, while it is obvious that the latter 
form a part of it, 

I^lilton certainly wrote many blas¬ 
phemies, more than Dante, but it is 
usually considered a sufficient apology 
for these, that he put them into the 
mouths of damned spirits, that he as it 
were, entered into the innermost re¬ 
cesses of the devil’s heart, and drew 
forth from thence the dark substances 
therein contained. The insufficiency 
of this apology must however become 
obvious on a little reflection. Milton 
was a pious man, and being pious, 
would he not have shuddered at the 
idea ofbeing summoned before his eter¬ 
nal judge while he was in the very act 
of inditing the devil’s blasphemies? — 
The matter being considered in this light 
it is evident that it does not matter much 
whether the mask was prepared or not 
— whether devilish and blasphemous 
thoughts w'ere put into the devil’s mouth 
or not. The employment, or absence 
of the mask may make a great dilFe- 
rence with regard to w eakminded read¬ 
ers; but with regard to the piety of 
the mind’s disposition, during the very 
act of composition, the dilFerence must 
be small indeed, and Mr. William Wil^ 
berforce would probably have said the 
declaration of Matth. XIL 36. 37. is 
equally awful to the composers and 
readers ol blasphemous writings, withor 
without a mask, and we must in can¬ 


dour admit that a very considerable 
portion of that which is most admired 
in poetical works generally, will hardly 
stand, before that declaration. Old Plato 
condemned all manner of Verse, except¬ 
ing hymns of praise and thanksgiving 
to the gods, and would in his coninion- 
wealth tolerate no poets, that indited 
poetical works of any other description, 
and on purely Christian principles W'C 
must come to a similar conclusion. — 
The heart of man is in every case des- 
peralately wicked, and poetry, Byron’s 
in particular, strips that wickedness, and 
lays it more glaringly open, than other 
kinds of composition. But knowledge is 
profitable; even of wickedness: know¬ 
ledge is power, useful to those who 
have to contend with it: Byron sup¬ 
plies that knowledge by his bold ana¬ 
tomy, and he must be profitable to those 
who take his works in hand with a 
disposition to be intellectually benefited: 
and such a disposition is the only one 
that is fitting, legitimate and natural, 
and not the disposition to judge of his 
character^ from the wild soarings of an 
unbridled imagination. There is besides 
an undercurrent in all Byron’s writings 
which a right-minded reader never will 
lose sight of, and which is of a deci¬ 
dedly moral tendency: he is on allocca- 
sioris a most indefatigable and unre¬ 
lenting exagitator of all manner of hy¬ 
pocrisy, and he rarely loses an oppor¬ 
tunity of paying a merited tribute of 
praise to that which is elevating and 
genuinly noble in the nature of man. 
If he lived in times like the present he 
alone would be a more formidable op¬ 
ponent to perjury, and hypocrisy, and 
falsehood, and heartless cruelty, and 
all manner of wickedness in high pla¬ 
ces, than all the combined armies of the 
European continent. „riigh-sighled ty¬ 
ranny” could not then grange on” with 
impunity. He had a voice that was sure 
to gain a hearing. —And it is no feeble 
testimony in favour of the real charac¬ 
ter of this noble poet, that no person 
can feel even the smallest doubt; as 
to what side he would have taken, or 
what part he would have played, if 
placed in the midst, or in the neighbour¬ 
hood of, the events of the last nine 
months. 
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If it.be a right view of Don Juan to 
consider this poem as a specimen of the 
natural history of the mind, and not as 
l.ord Jeffrey and many others have 
done, as a book of instruction, it may 
be perused with interest and profit, and 
the pleasure derived from sucli peru¬ 
sal will leave no stain on a mind which 


in it self is pious and pure — pui'is 
oinnia pura, — 

Thus also in the subsequent passage 
Lord Byron’s masterly apology of the 
Misermaybeenjoyedand admired with¬ 
out fear of becoming corrupted in this 
respect, either by Lord Byron’s precept 
or example. 


From Don Juan Canto XIL 


I. 

Of all the barbarous Middle Ages, that 
Which is the most barbarous is the 

Middle Age 

Of man; it Is — I really scarce know 

what; 

But when we hover between fool and 

sage. 

And don’t know justly what we would 

be at, — 

A period something like a printed 

pagPj 

Black letter upon foolscap, while our 

hair 

Grows grizzled, and we are not what 

we were; — 

IL 

Too old for youth, — too young, at 

thiity-five, 

To herd with boys, or hoard with 

good threescore — 

I wonder people should be left alive; 


But since they are, that epoch is a 

bore: 

Love lingers still, although ’twere late 

to wive; 

And as for other love, the illusion’s 

o’er; 

And money, that most pure imagination. 
Gleams only through the dawn of its 

creation. 

TIL 

Oh Gold! Why call we misers miserable? 
Theirs is the pleasure that can never 

pall; 

Theirs is the best bower-anchor, the 

chain cable 

Which holds fast other pleasures great 

and small. 

Ye who but see the saving man at table, 
And scorn his temperate board, as 

none at all. 

And wonder how the wealthy can be 

sparing, 

Know not what visions spring from each 

cheese-paring. 


I. 

Af alle lie barhariske Middelaldre, den || 
Som cr meest barbarisk cr Aland:; || Aliddel- 
alder, den er — jeg veed i Sandhed n»ppe 
hvad ; [] Alen naar vi svsve inellem Daare og 
Vilsmand, || Og ikke ret vide hvor vi ville 
hen — II En Periode som noget ligner en 
trykt Side || Black letter paa foolscap, [el. 
pro patria] medens vort Haar || Bliver graaligt, 
og vi ere ei hvad vi vare; — 

II . 

Tor gamie for Ungdom — for unge, i det 
fern og Iredivte Aar, || Til at soge Selskab 
nied Drengc, cUer sarnie med gode tre Snese 
(OU Aars gamie Ma*nd) — || l)et uiidrer mig 
at Folk lades i levende Live; H Men slden de 


lades, saa er denne Periode cn Plage; || £I> 
skov noler endnn, skjont det vilde vasre seent 
at gifle $ig; || Og hvad anden Kjsriighed aiN 
gaaer saa cr lllasionen forbi; (1 Og Pengc, 
denne allerrcneste Indbildning (el. Ideet || 
Glimter kun gjennem sin Skabclses Tasmorke. 

HI. 

0 Guld! Hvorfor kalde vi Gnlerne elendige? 
Deres er en Fornojelse som aldrig kan over- 
m«tte; |j Deres er det daglige Anker, Kjasde- 
touget II Som holder fast alle andre Fornujel- 
scr store og smaa. || I som kun see den sam> 
raensparende Aland tilbords || Og foragte bans 
tarvelige Bord, som oni det intet(Bord) var, || 
Og undres over hvorledcs de Rige kunne viere 
sparsomme, || Vide ei hvilke Syncr fremspringe 
af hver Osteskorpe. 
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lY. 

Love or lust makes man sick, and wine 

much sicker: 

Ambition rends, and gaming gains a 

loss; 

But making money, slowly first, then 

quicker, 

And adding still a little through each 

cross 

(Which will come over things) beats 

love or liquor, 

The gamester’s counter, or the states¬ 
man’s dross. 

Oh Gold! I still prefer thee unto paper. 
Which makes bank credit like a bark 

of vapour. 

V. 

Who hold the balance of the world? 

Who reign 

O’er Congress, whether royalist or 

liberal ? 

Who rouse the shirtless patriots of 

Spain? 

(That make old Europe’s journals 
squeak and gibber all.) 
Who keep the world, both Old and 

New, in pain 

Or pleasure? Who make politics run 

glibber all? 


The shade of Bonaparte’s noble dar- 

ing? ~ 

Jew Rothschild, and his jfellow-Chri- 

stian, Baring. 

VI. 

These and the truly liberal Lafitte, 

Are the true Lords of Europe. Every 

loan 

Is not a merely speculative hit. 

But seats a nation or upsets a throne. 
Republics also get involved a bit; 
Columbia’s stock hath holders not 

unknown 

On ’Change; and even thy silver soil, 

Peru 

Must get itself discounted by a Jew. 

VII. 

Why call the miser miserable? as 
I said before: the frugal life is his, 
Which in a saint or cynic ever was 
The theme of praise: a hermit would 

not miss 

Canonization for the self-same cause, 
And wherefore blame gaunt Wealth’s 

austerities? 

Because, you'll say, nought calls for 

such a trial; — 

Then there’s more merit in his self- 

denial. 


IV. 

AfElskov ellerVellyst, faaerManden ondt, af 
Viin meget mere Ondt; 1| iErgjerrighed son- 
derriver, og ved Hazardspii vindes Tab; |1 Men 
at sarnie Penge, fbrst langsomt, og saa hurti- 
gere , H Og beslandig at foje en Smule til, 
til Trods for hver Fortrsed || (Sora til komme 
over Sagerne), slaaer Elskov og Drik af Mar- 
ken, li Spillerens Regnemynt, eller Statsman- 
dens Jux. || o Giild! Jeg foretrekker dig al- 
tid for Papiir 1| Som gjbr Bank-Crediten liig 
et Skib af Dnnst. 

V. 

Hvilke holde Verdens Vegtskaal? Hvilke re- 
gjere II Over Congress, hvadenten royalist eller 
liberal? |1 Hvilke sstte i Beva:gelse Spaniens 
skjortelOse Patrioter?*) |1 (Som bringe gamie 
Europas Journaler alle til at skraale og pludre) |l 
Hvilke holde Verden, baade den gamie og den 
nye i Smerte || Eller Velvare? Hvilke lade 
al Politik glide lettere? H Skyggen af Buona¬ 


partes noble Dristighed? — H Jodeu Roth¬ 
schild, og bans Med-Christne, Baring. 

VI. 

Disse og den agle liberale Lafitte, || Ere 
Europas vir^ellge Herrer. Hvert Laan || Er 
ikke et blot speculativt Tra3f || Men sajlter 
en Nation eller styrter en Throne. |1 Republi- 
ker ogsaa komme en Sniule i Gjeeld || Colom- 
bias Obligationer have Ihsndehavere ei 
nkjendte || Paa Bfirsen ; og selv dit Sblv- 
Jordsmon, Peru 1| Maa faa sig disconteret af 
en Jode. 

VII. 

Hvorfor kalde Gnieren elendig? som || Jeg 
sagde for: det tarvelige Liv er bans, 1| Hvil- 
ket hos en Helgen eller Cyniker allid var |l 
Et Thema for Roes : en Eremit vilde ei gaa 
Clip af 11 Canonisation af selvsamme Aarsag, || 
Og hvorfor dadle den magre Rigdoras Spsgel- 
ser? II Fordi, vil I sige, Intet udfordrer en 
saadan Prfivelse: — || Ja saa er der mereFor- 
tjeneste 1 Selvfornegtelsen. 


*) Descaniisados kaldtes de i 1822. 
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VIII. 

He is your only poet; — passion, pure 
And sparkling on from heap to heap 

displays 

Possess'd, Ihc ore, of wliich mere hopes 

allure 

Nations athwart the deep; the golden 

rays 

Flash up in ingots from the mine ob¬ 
scure; 

On him the diamond pours its bril¬ 
liant blaze, 

While the mild emerald’s beam shades 

down the dyes 

Of other stones, to soothe the miser’s 

eyes. 

IX. 

The lands on either side are his; the ship 
From Ceylon, Inde, or far Cathay, 

unloads 

For him the fragrant produce of each 

trip; 

Beneath his cars of Ceres groan the 

roads. 

And the vine blushes like Aurora’s lip; 

His very cellars might be kings’ abodes; 
While he, despising every sensual call, 
Commands — the intellectual lord of all. 

X. 

Perhaps he hath great projects in his 

mind, 

To build a college, or to found a race, 
A hospital, a church, — and leave behind 
Some dome surmounted by his mea¬ 
gre face; 

vnx. 

Han er eders eneste DIgier; — Lidenskab, 
reen Ij Og funklende fra Dynge til Dynge,ud- 
folder, 11 I Besiddelse den Malm, om hvilken 
de blotte Forhaahninger lokke || Nationer 
over Djbet: de gyldne Straaler H Lyne op i 
(Guld)barrer fra den dnnkle Mine; || Paa ham 
iidgyder Diamanten sit skinnende Bias; || Mc- 
dens den milde Smaragds Straale nedskygger 
Farverne H Af andre Slene, for at tilfreds- 
stille Gnierens Ojne. 

IX. 

Landene paa begge Stder ere bans; Skibet || 
Fra Ceylon, Indien, eller det fj$rne China 
• losser 11 For ham det vellagtendc Product af 
hver Reise ; 1| Under bans Ceres’s Karrer sukke 
l.andevejene, || Og Yiinranken hlusser sum 

Auroras La;be; 1| Selre bans Kjseldere kunde 
vjere Konge-Boliger; I| Medens ban foragtendc 
hvert sandseligt Krav, H Befaler — som den 
intellectuelle Herre over det Hele. 

X. 

Kanskee har ban store Planer i sit Sind, 

At bygge etAkademi eller stifte en Stamme, 

Et Hospital, «n Klrke, H og efterlade sig 
En Kuppelbvffilving med bans magreAnsigt paa 
Toppen; II Kanskee ban gjerne vilde befrie 


Perhaps he fain would liberate mankind 
Even with the very ore which makes 

them base: 

Perhaps he would be wealthiest of his 

nation, 

Or revel in the joys of calculation. 

XI. 

But whether all, or each, or none of these 
May be the hoarder’s principle of ac¬ 
tion, 

The fool will call such mania a disease: 
What is his ownl — Go look at each 

transaction, 

Wars, revels, loves — do these bring 

men more ease 

Than the mere plodding through each 

„vulgar fraction?” 

Or do they benefit mankind? Lean Miser! 
Let spendthrifts’ heirs enquire of yours 

— who’s wiser? 
XU. 

How beautous are rouleaus! how char¬ 
ming diesis 

Containing ingots, bags of dollars, 

coins 

(Not of old victors, all Avhose heads 

and crests 

Weigh not the thin ore where their 

visage shines, 

But) oflineunclipt gold, where dully rests 
Some likeness, which tiie glittering 

cirque confines, 

Of modern, reigning, sterling, stupid 

stamp; — 

Yes! ready money is Aladdin’s lamp. 


Menneskeslsgtcn j| Netop med det selvsammu 
Malm som gjOr deii nedrig; || Kanskee hanvil 
vajte den rlgeste af sin Nation, 1| Eller for- 
lyste sig i Beregningens Glader. 

XI. 

Men hvad enten alle, eller enhver eller In- 
gen af disse Ting || Maatte v®re Sammenspa- 
rerens Handle-Princip , || Er ban en Daare 

som kalder en slig Mani Sygdom — |1 Hvad 
er bans ege?il Gaa — see paa Iivert Forela- 
gerule || Krige, Ojjestebud, Kj®rUghed — bringe 
disse Menneskene mere Tilfredshed H End det 
blotte mbisommelige Arbeide gjennem hver 
,,simpel Brok" || Eller gavne de Menneske- 
sleegten? Mavre Gnier H Lad Odelandes Ar- 
vinger sporge dine — hvilken er visere? 

XII. 

Hvor skjbnne ere Pengerullor! hvor fortryU 
lende Kistcr || Som indeholde Barrer, Sa;kke 
med Specier, Mynter || C^i al gamie Seierher- 
rer, da alle dercs Hoveder og Iljelmsraykker || 
Ei veje op imod det tynde Metal hvor deres 
Aasyn skinner, || Men) af uklippet Guld, hvor 
slbvt hviler || Et Blllede, som den glimrende 
Kreds indeslatter, || Af et moderne, regje- 
rende, sterling, stupid Stempel — || Jal rede 
Penge er Aladdins Larape. 










IV. 

HUMOEOUS POEMS. 

1 . 

B E P P o. 


I. 

yjtis known, al least it should be, that 

lliioughout 

All countries of the Catholic persuasion, 
Some weeks before Shrove Tuesday 

comes about, 

The people take their fill of recreation, 
And buy repentance, ere they grow de¬ 
vout, 

However high their rank or low their 

station” 

With fiddling, feasting, dancing, drink¬ 
ing, masquing, 

And other things which may be had 

for asking. 

II. 

The moment night with dusky mantle 

covers 

The skies (and the more duskily the 

better) 

The time less liked by husbands than 

by lovers 

Begins, and prudery flings aside her 

fetter; 

And gaiety on restless tiptoe hovers, 
Giggling with all the gallants who 

beset her: 

And there are songs and quavers, roar¬ 
ing, humming 

Guitars and every other sort of strum- 

ming, 


III. 

And there are dresses splendid but fan¬ 
tastical 

Masks of all times and nations, Turks 

and Jews 

And harlequins and clowns with feats 

gymnastical 

Greeks, Romans, Yankee-doodles 

and Hindoos ; 

All kinds of dress except the ecclesias¬ 
tical, 

All people as their fancies hit may 

choose 

But no one in these parts may quiz the 

clergy 

Therefore take heed ye freethinkers! 

I charge ye. 

IV. 

You'd better walk about begirt w’ith 

briars 

Instead of coat and sihallclothcs than 

put on 

A single stitch reflecting upon friars, 
Although you sw'ore it only was in fun; 
They’d haul you o’er the coals and stir 

the fires 

OfPhlegethon with every mother’s son 
Nor say one mass to cool the caldron’s 

bubble 

That boil’d your bones, unless you paid 

them double. 


I. 

Det cr bekiendt, i det Mindste burdc det 
vsre, at belt igjennem || Alle Lande af den 
catliolske Troesbekjendelse, [1 Nogle Uyer in- 
den Skrifte- (Ilvide) Tirsdag kommer tilbage, |i 
Tage Folkene dcres Fylrie (Mettelse) af Forly- 
stelse II Og kjobe (Synds) Anger, for de blive 
anda:gtige, || Ilvor hoi end deres Rang, ellcr 
lav deres Stilling, || Med Fiolinspil, Gjffiste- 
bud, Dands, Drik, Masquerade, || Og andre 
Ting som kan faaes for blot at bede derom. 

II. 

Det Ojeblik fatten med en dunkel Kaabe 
lied®kker || Hirolene (og jo dunklere desto 
hedre) \\ Den Tid som mindre yndes af iEgte- 
m«nri end Elskere, H Bcgynder, ogSnterperiet 
kaster sin tanke til Side, || Og Munterlied 
paa rastlos Taaspids svaver, || Smaaleende 

med alle de Galancr som omringe hende || Og 
der er Sange, Triller, Brolen, Summeii, | Oui- 
tarer, og enbver anden Slags af Instrumcntal- 
Musik. 


III. 

Og der ere Dragler splendide, men pbanta- 
stiske II Masker af alle Tider og Katiuner, 
Tyrker og Joder, || Og Harlequiner og Cloxtner 
(Bajazzer?) med gymnasllske Konster, || Gra- 
kere, Romere, Yankee-doodler*'), ogHinduer; || 
Alle Slags af Dragter undtngen den geistllge j| 
Kunde alle Folk, efter deres Phantasies Paa- 
fund, valge || Men iiigen mna i disse Egne 
games med Clerisiet, — |1 Derfor tager eder 
iagt, 1 Fritankere! jeg paaminder Eder. 

IV. 

1 kunde snnrere spadsere omkring omsptendl 
af TjSrne, ]| Isteden for Kjole og Beenklader. 
end tage paa || Eet eneste Tfaalesting som 
skumlede over Munke, || Selv om i svor at 
det kun var for Lojer; || De vilde hale Jer 
over Kullene og rage i Ilden, || Af Phlegethon 
med hver Moders Son, |j Og ei sige een enc- 
ste Masse for at kjble hjadelens Boblen H Som 
kogte eders Been , med mindre I helalte dem 
dobhelt. 


*) Nord-Amerikanere, dog betyder Yankeedoodle egenllig eu Amerikansk Vise, 
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V. 

But saving this you may put on whatever 
You like by way of doublet, cape or 

cloak 

Such as in Monmouth street or in Rag 

fair 

Would rig you out in seriousness or 

joke; 

And even in Italy such places are 
With prettier name in softer accents 

spoke. 

For bating Covent Garden I can hit on 
No place that’s call’d „Piazza,” in Great 

Britain. 

Vi. 

This feast is named the Carnival, which 

being 

Interpreted implies „farewell to flesh 
So called because the name and thing 

agreeing. 

Through Lent they live on fish both 

salt and fresh. 

But why they usher lient with so much 

glee in 

Is more than I can tell, although I 

guess 

’Tis as we take a glass with friends at 

parting, 

In the stage-coach or packet, just at 

starting. 


VII. 

And thus they bid farew'ell to carnal 

dishes, 

And solid meals, and highly spiced 

ragouts, 

To live for forty days on ill-dress’d 

fishes. 

Because they have no sauces to their 

stews, 

A thing which causes many „poohs” 

„pishcs,” 

And several oaths (which would not 

suit the Muse), 

From travellers accustomed from a boy 
To eat their salmon, at the least, with 

soy; 

vm. 

And therefore humbly I would recom¬ 
mend 

„The curious in fish-sauce,” before 

they cross 

The sea, to bid their cook, or wife, or 

friend, 

Walk or ride to the Strand, and buy 

in gross 

(Or, if set out be forehand, these may 

send 

By any means least liable to loss), 
Ketchup, soy, Chili-vinegar, and Har¬ 
vey, 

Or, by the Lord! a Lent will well nigh 

starve ye; 


V. 

Men mod Undtagelse af dette kan i tage 
paa Hvadsorohelst {| I finder fur godt, som 
Yams, Kiave ellerKappe, || Saadant som i 
Monmonth Street, eller Rag Fair*) || Vilde 
pynteEdcr ud for Alvor elter Spas; \\ Og selv 
saadanne Steder blive i Iialien H Med smnk- 
kere Jfavne og i blfidere Toner udtalte (be- 
nsvnede) || Thi med Undtagelse af Covent 
Garden , kan jeg traeffe paa || Intet Sted som 
kaides Piazza I Stor-Britanien. 

YI. 

Festen kaides Carnival, som blivende H For- 
tolket betyder ,,Far vel til Kjfid,” ]| Saaledes 
kaldet, fordi da Navnet og Tingen stemmer 
overeens || Igjennem Fasten de leve af Fisk 
baade Salt og fersk || Men hvorfor de indlede 
Fasten med saamegen Lystighed || Er mere 
end jeg kan sige, hvorvel jeg gj«tter || Deter 
som Vi lage et Glas med en Yen til Afsked, || 

I Diligencen. eller Paqnet-Baaden , just i det 
man tager afsted. 


VII. 

Og saaledes sige de Farvel til kjbdelige 
Reiter || Ug solid F6de og hdilig krydrede 
Ragonter, 1| For at leve i forret>ve Dage paa 
slet tlllavet Fisk || Fordi de ingen Saucer have 
tii deres kogte (Fisk), H En Ting som foraar- 
sager mange ,,Piih!” og ,,p3yh!” || Og adskll- 
Hgo Eder (som ei vilde passe sig for Musen), 11 
Af Reisende som fra Dreng af ere vante til jj 
At spise deres Lax i det mindste med Soya. 

VIII. 

Og derfor ydmygt vilde jeg anbefale ]| Ama- 
teurcr af Fiskesauce for end de gaa over || 
Sben, at bede deres Kok, eller Kone eller Yen, ij 
At spadsere eller kjbre til Stranden**) og ind- 
kjbbe i det Store || (Eller hvis de ere afrelsle 
I Forvejen saa kunne disse sende |1 Paa no- 
gcnsomhelst Maade , der mindst udseetter dem 
for Tab), || Ketchup, Soya, Chilt-Vinedike og 
Harvey,***) |1 Ellers vil, i Sandhed, Fasten 
nicsten drsebe Eder med Hunger. 


*) Gader i London. 

**) Den lange Cade sora Ibber langs med 


Themsen og forblnder Londons City med West¬ 
minster. 

***) Forskjellige Slags af Fiskc-Saucer. 
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That is to say, if your religion’s Ro¬ 
man , 

And you in Rome would do as Ro¬ 
mans do, 

According to the proverb , although no 

man, 

If foreign, is oblig’d to fast; and you, 
If Protestant, or sickly, or a woman, 
\Vould rather dine in sin on a ra¬ 
gout — 

Dine, and be d—d! I don’t mean to 

be coarse, 

But that’s the penalty, to say no worse. 

X. 

Of all the places w’here the Carnival 
Was most facetious in the days of 

yore, 

For dance, and Song, and serenade, 

• and ball, 

And masque, and mime, and mystery, 

and more 

Than I have time to tell now, or at all, 
Venice the bell of every city bore, — 
And at the moment when I fix my story, 
That seaborn city was in all her glory. 


They’ve pretty faces yet, those same 

Venetians 

Black eyes, arch’d brows, and sweet 

expressions still; 

Such as of old were copied from the 

Grecians, 

In ancient arts by moderns mimick’d 

ill; 


And like so many Venuses of Titian’s 
(The best’s at Florence — see it, if 

you will) 

They look when leaning over the bal¬ 
cony, 

Or stepp’d from out a picture by Gior- 

XII. 


Whose tints are truth and beauty, at 

their best; 

And when youtoManfrini’s palace go, 
That picture (howsoever fine the rest) 
Is loveliest to my mind of all the 

show; 

It may perhaps be also to your zest. 
And that's the causel rhyme upon it so; 
’Tis but a portrait of his son and wile 
And self; butswcAa woman! loveinlife! 


IX. 

Det vil sige hvis Eders Religion er Romersk tl 
Og 1 i Rom vil leve som Romere leve |1 Over- 
eenstemmende med Ordsproget *) skjont in¬ 
gen Mand, |j Hvis han er Fremmed er nodsa- 
get III at fastc; og I || Ilvis I er Protestant, 
eller sygclig, eller Quinde || Vllde liellerspise 
til Middag i Synd paa en Ragout || Saa spiis, 
og veer fordOmt! Min Meningerei at vllle vasre 
grov, 11 Men det er Straffen, for ei at sige no- 
get vmrre. 

X. 

Af alle de Sleder hvor Carnivalct 1| Var 
meest skjemtsomt i gamte Rage, H Ved bands, 
og Sang, og Serenade og Rail, H Og Masque¬ 
rade, og Pantomime, og Mysterier og mere |1 
End jeg bar Tid til at fortslle nu, eller no- 
genslnde H Havde Yenedig Forrangen over en- 
hver Slad— |1 Og i det Ojeblik i hviiket Jeg 
stiller min Hlslorie i| Var denne sdfddie Stad 
i sin helc Glorie. 


Ordsproget lyder: ,,¥ou must do in 
Rome as they do in Rome. 

**) Her synes Byron at have vajret foil un- 


XI. 

De have smukke Ansigter endnu disse samme 
Venetianerinder, H Sorte Ojne, buede Ojen- 
bryn, og yndigc Udtryk endnu; \\ Saadanne 
som i gamle Dage bleve copierede efter Grce- 
kerne, |1 Som i gamle Konstcr af de moderne 
efterllgiies slet; H Og ligesom saa mange Ti¬ 
tians Yenuser || (Den bedste or i Floren/. — 
see den hvis 1 vil,) || See de ud. uaar de loinc 
dem over AUanen (Karnapen), || Eller som 
de vare traadle frem udaf et af Giorgiones 
Malerier. 

XII. 

Hvis Farvcr ere Sandhed og SkJSnhed i de- 
res storsto Fuldkommenhed; H Og naar dii 
gaaer til Manfrinis Pallads |1 Det Maleri (hvor 
smukt endog det ovrige) |1 Er i mine Tanker 
det elskvajrdigste af det heleSkue; 1 Detkan 
(muligt) ogsaa vare efter Eders Smag || Og 
det er Aarsagen hvorfor jeg saaledes rimer oni 
det} I! Det er kun et Portrait af bans SSn og 
Kone, II Og ham selv; men saadan enQvinde! 
Den levende Eiskov!**) 


derrettet, da Giorgione i folge Vasari og andre 
ei var gift og dbdc ung. 
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XIII. 

Love in lull life and length, not love 

ideal 

No, nor ideal beauty, that fine name, 
Blit something better still, so very real, 
That the sweet model must have been 

the same; 

A thing that you would purchase, beg 

or steal, 

Wer’tnot impossible, besides a shame: 
The face recalls some face, as’t were 

with pain, 

You once have seen, but never will see 

again; 

XIV. 

One of those forms which flit by us, 

when we 

Are young, and fix our eyes on every 

face; 

And oh! the loveliness at times we sec 
In momentary gliding, the soft grace. 
The youth, thebloom, thebeauty, which 

agree. 

In many a nameless being we re¬ 
trace. 

Whose course and home we know not, 

nor shall know, 

Like the lost Pleiad seen no more be¬ 
low. 


XV. 

I said that like a picture by Giorgione 
Venetian women were, and so they 

are 

Particularly seen from a balcony, 

(For beauty’s sometimes best set olF 

afar) 

And there, just like a heroine of Gol¬ 
doni , 

They peep from out the blind or o’er 

the bar; 

And, truth to say, they’re mostly very 

pretty, 

And rather like to shew it, more’s the 

pity. 

XVL 

For glances beget ogles, ogles sighs, 
Sighs wishes, wishes words, and words 

a letter, 

Which flies on wings of light-heel’d 

. Mercuries, 

Who do such things because they 

know no better: 

And then, God knows, what mischief 

may arise 

When love links two young people 

in one fetter, 

Vile assignations, and adulterous beds, 
Elopements, broken vows, and hearts, 

and heads. 


XIII. 

Kjjerlighed i fuldt Liv og Legemsstdrrelse, 
ikke ideel Kjxrlighed || Ei heller ideel Skjon* 
hed, del skjdnne Nava, || Men noget eiidnu 
bedre, saa sa;rdeles reelt, H At det sode Mo¬ 
del inaa have v®ret ligesaa; || En Ting som I 
vllde kjSbe, ligge, eller sljfflc, || Ilvis det ei 
var umuligt, og desiiden en Skam; || Ansigtet 
minder Eder om etAnsigt, soin det knndevzerc 
mod Smerte, H Som I engang bar sect, men 
aldrig vH see igjen. 

XIV. 

En af bine Former som llagrc forbi os, da 
vi II Ere unge, og fffiste vore Ojne paa elhvert 
Ansigt; || Ug, Ach! den Elskelighed vi undcr- 
tiden see || I en ojenblikkelig [Forbl]gIiden, 
den blbde Ynde, j] Den Ungdom, den Bloin- 
slrcn, den Skjdiihed sopi harmonere || I mangt 
et navnidst Vffisen vi gjenmindes, || HvlsBane 
og Hjeni vi kjende ei, og skal ei kjende, H Li- 
gesom den tabte Plejade, *) som ei sees mere 
hernede. 


XV. 

Jeg sagde at ligesom ei Maleri af Giorgione || 
Venetianske Quinder vare, og saa ere de, || 1 
Serdeleshed seete fra en Karnap, || (Thl Skjbn- 
hed nndcrllden lager sig bedst iid iAfstand)i| 
Og der, netop som en Hellinde hos Goldoni |t 
Titte de frem udaf Jalousiet, eller over Skran- 
ken; || Og for at sige Sandheden, saa ere de 
for det Meste meget smukke , H Og siiarcre 
holde af at vise det, og det cr beklageiigt! 


XVI. 

Tin OjekaU avie Taaslirren, Paastirren Suk, || 
Suk Onsker, Onsker Ord, og Ord el Brev || Som 
flyver paa Vinger af letliElede Mercnrer, || Som 
gjdre saadanne Ting fordi de ei forstaaer det 
bedre ; || Og da, veed Himnielen, hvilken Ulykke 
kan opstaa, || Naar Elskov linker to iinge 
Folk i en Fjsdder, || Slemme Stffivnemader, 
og krsnkede £gtesenge, H Bortr5mmelser, 
brudte (^gteskabs)(6fter, knnste Hjarler og 
Hoveder. 


*) Ovidius sang om Syvstjffirnen: ,,Qu£e 'septem dici sex tamen esse solent” (d. e. Som 
plejc at kaldes syv, men dog at vffire sex.) 
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XVII. 

Siiakspeni'c describ’d the sex in Desde- 

niona 

As very fair, but yet suspect in fame, 
And to this day from Venice to Verona 
Such matters may be probably the 

same, 

Except that since those times was never 

known a 

Husband whom mere suspicion could 

inflame 

To suffocate a wife no more than twenty, 
Because she had a „cavalier servente.” 

XVIII. 

Their jealousy (if they are ever jealous) 
Is of a fair complexion altogether, 
Not like that sooty devil of Othello^s 
Which smothers women in a bed of 

feather, 

But worthier of these much more jolly 

fellows, 

When weary of the matrimonial tether 
His head for such a wife no mortal 

bothers. 

But takes at once another, or another’s. 


XIX. 

Didst ever see a Gondola? For fear 
You should not, I’ll describe it you 

exactly: 

’Tis a long cover’d boat that’s common 

here 

Carved at the prow, built lightly but 

compactly, 

Bow’d hy two rowers, each call’d, 

„GondoIier” 

It glides along the water looking 

blackly, ^) 

Just like a coffin clapt in a canoe, 
Where none can make out what you 

say or do. 

XX. 

And up and dow’n the long canals they go 
And under the Rialto shoot along, 

By night and day, all paces, sw'ift or 

slow, 

And round the theatres, a sable throng, 
They wait in their dusk livery of woe,— 
But not to them do woful things be¬ 
long, 

For sometimes they contain a deal of fun, 
Like mourning coaches when the fune¬ 
ral’s done. 


xvii. 

Shakspeare beskrev Kjbnnet i Desdemona Ij 
Som meget smukt, men dog afniistienkt Rygte |j 
Ug indlil denne Dag fra Veuedig-til Verona || 
Kunde de Ting sandsynlig va're desamme ||Und- 
(agen at siden hine Tider varder aldrig kjeiidt 
en II ^gtemand hvem den blolte flliuanke 
kunde opliidse || Til at qiitele cn Kone som ei 
var over Tyve Aar, |j Fordi bun bavde en 
..cavalier servente”. 

XVIII. 

Dercs Skinsyge, (hvis de nogensinde ere 
skinsyge,) |1 Er gan.ske og aldeles af en lys 
lludfarve || Ei som bin Olbellos sodede DJa;- 
vel II Som queler yvinder i en FJeeder-Dyne, H 
Men mere passende til hine langt mere mun- 
tre Karle, |[ Naar tra‘t af Egteskabs TOiret | 
Bryder ingen dddelig sig mere oin slig eiiKonej 
Men tager sirax en anden, eller cn Andens. 


*) This certainly is the most careless rhyme 

to be found in all Byron's works. For the 
noble poet could hardly mean that the pre¬ 
ceding rhymes „exactly'’ and ,,compactly” 
should be pronounced after a vulgar Scottish 


XIX. 

Saa du nogensinde en Gondol? Af Frygtfor j] 
At du ei har, vil jeg beskrive dig den iibjag- 
tigt: 11 Det er en lang bedjekket Baad , som 
cr almindelig her, 1| Med udskaarent Arbeid 
paa Forslaviien , let bygget, men compact, [| 
Root af to Roerkarle, som hver for sig kaldes 
en ,,Gondolier,” [| Den glider henad Vandene 
seende sorlladent ud, t| jAccurat som en Lig- 
kisle nedlagt i en Canoe, H Ilvor ingen kan 
blive klog paa hvad I siger eller gjor. 

XX. 

Og op og ned de lange Kanaler gaae de | 
Og under Rialtofbroen)*) **) skyde de afsted, | 
Ved Nat og ved Dag, i alle Skridt, hurtigt og 
langsomt, || Og rundt om Theatrene, en sort 
Klynge, || Va;nte de i deres mbrke Sbrge- 

Livree, — || Men ei tilhore dem sbrgellge 

Ting. II Thi undertiden indeholde de en heel 
DeelLojer, || Ligesom Sorge-Karether iiaar 
Ligbegjffingclsen er forbi. 


fashion, which no doubt would render Ihe 
rhyme correct. 

•**) Rialto er egentlig en Oo hvor Bbrsen 
holdesi her menes Broen som forer til den. 
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XXI. 

But to niy story. — 'T was some years 

af?o. 

It may be thirty, forty, more or less, 
The carnival was at its height, and so 
Were all kinds of buffoonery and 

dress; 

A certain lady went to see the show, 
Her real name I know not, nor can 

guess, 

And so we’ll call her Laura, if you 

please, 

Because it slips into my verse with ease. 

XXII. 

She was not old, nor young, nor at 

the years 

Which certain people call „a certain 

age,’^ 

Which yet the most uncertain age ap¬ 
pears, 

Because I never heard, nor could 

engage 

A person yet by prayers, or bribes, or 

tears, 

To name, define by speech, or write 

on page. 

The period meant precisely by that 

word, — 

Which surely is exceedingly absurd. 


XXIII. 

Laura was blooming still, had made 

the best 

Of time, and time return’d the com¬ 
pliment 

And treated her genteelly, so that, 

dress’d, 

She look’d extremely well where’er 

she W'ent; 

A pretty woman is a welcome guest. 
And Laura’s brow a frowm had 

rarely bent; 

Indeed she shone all smiles, and seem’d 

to flatter, 

Mankind with her black eyes for look¬ 
ing at her. 

XXIV. 

She was a married woman; H is cor- 

venient, 

Because in Christian countries it is 

a rule 

To view their little slips with eyes more 

lenient; 

Whereas if single ladies play the fool 
(Unless within the period intervenient 
A well-timed wedding makes the 

scandal cool), 

I, dont know how they ever can get 

over it 

Except they manage never to discoverit. 


XXI 

Men til min Historic — Det var for nogle 
Aar siden ]| Det kan vjerc tredive, fyrgetyve, 
mere eller mindre, || Carnivalet stod paa sit 
HOjesle, og ligesaa i| Stod alle Slags af Nar- 
reslreger og Dragter; || En vis Dame gik for 
at see, paa dette Sknespll, || Ilendes virke- 
lige Navn veed jeg oi, og kan ei gjastte, |1 Og 
saa vil vl kalde hende Laura, hvis 1 behager, 1| 
Fordi dot glider indi mit Vers med Letlied. 

XXII. 

Hun var ci gamrae!, ei heller ung, ei heller 
i de Aar [[ Som visse Folk kalde en ,,vis Al¬ 
der' II Som dog den meest uvisse Alder synes 
(at vjere) |1 Fordi jeg aldrig hbrte, ci heller 
kunde bcv«ge 1| En Person hidlil ved Bbnner, 
Destikkelser, eller Taarer, || Til at naevne, 

bestemme ved Tale, eller skrive paa et Blad, |1 
Den Periode som der netop menes ved det 
Ord, — II Ilvilket sikkert er overmaade ab¬ 
surd. 


*) Et Udtryk som Digteren bruger ganske 
fra Italiensk Standpunkt; Menig Mand i Ita- 
licn og naturligviis ogsaa Geistligheden , Iseer 
naar den taler med Menigmand, forslaaer ved 
Christne Lande, de catholske Lan.de, Dog is«r 
Ualien og Spanien. Nordeufjslds Landene, Ja 


XXIII. 

Lanra var blomstrende endnu, havde gjort 
det Bedste || Ved Tiden (behandlet Tiden 
godt) og Tiden gjengjajldte Arligheden, [1 Og 
behandicdc hende anst^endigt, saa at paaklsdt, 
Hun saa overmaade godt ud, hvorhen hun end 
gik; II En smuk Ovinde er en velkommen 
Gja5st II Og Lauras Pande havde en barskMine 
sjalden rynket; H I Sandhed him strnalede 
ganske af Smlil, og synles at smigre || Men- 
neskesltegten med sine sorte Ojne for at see 
paa hende. 

XXIV. 

Hun var en gift Konc; det er bequemt | 
Fordi i Christne*') Lande det er eii Regel \ 
At betragte deres smaa Feiltrin med mlldere 
(ijne; 1| Hvorimod, hvIs ngifte Darner spille 
Narren[s Rolle] [| (Med mindre inden den 
mellemkommende Periode || Et betimeligt 
Bryllup afkjoler Scandalen) 1| Saa veed jeg ei 
hvorledcs de kan nogensinde slippe (helskin- 
net) fra dot || Medmindre det lykkes dem al¬ 
drig at robe det (el. lade det. blive opdaget). 


selv Frankrig, regnes nappe iblandt de Christne 
og Syd.Tydsklands Cathollcisme tages der kun 
lidet Hensyn til 1 dagtlg Tale. Irlaiid an- 
sees for Chrlstent, ja selv Grakenland paa en 
Maade, hvorvel den Ostlige, (den Graske) 
Kirke knapt nok gjengjalder denne Compliment. 
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XXV. 


Her husband sailed upon the Adriatic 
And made some voyages too in other 

seas, 

And when he lay in quarantine for 

pratique 

(A fortydays’ precaution, gainst dis¬ 
ease) 

Mis w'ife would mount at times her 

highest attic 

For thence she could discern the ship 

with ease; 

He was a merchant trading to Aleppo, 
His name Giuseppe, called more briefly 

Beppo. 

XXVI. 


He was a man as dusky as a Spaniard 
Sunburntwilh travel yet a portly figure; 
Though coloured, as it were, within 

a lanyard, 

He w^as a person both of sense and 

vigour; 

A belter seaman never yet did man yard; 
And she, although her manners show¬ 
ed no rigour, 

Was deem’d a woman of the strictest 

principle, 

So much as to be thought almost in¬ 
vincible. 


XXVII. 


But several years elapsed since they 

had met; 

Some people thought the ship was 

lost, and some 


That he had somehow blundered into 

debt, 

And did not like the thoughts ofsteer- 

ing home, 

And there w ere several offer’d any bet, 
Or that he w'ould, or that he would 

not come, 

For most men till by losing rendered 

sager 

Will hack their own opinions with a 

wager. 

XXVIII. 

’T is said that their last parting was 

pathetic, 

As parting often are, or ought to be; 
And their presentiment was quite pro¬ 
phetic 

That they should never more each 

other see, 

(A sort of morbid feeling, half poetic, 
Which I have known occur in two 

or three), 

When kneeling on the shore upon her 

sad knee, 

He left this Adriatic Ariadne. 

XXIX. 

And Laura waited long, and wept a little, 
And thought of wearing weeds, as 

well she might; 

She almost lost all appetite for victual. 
And could not sleep with ease alone 

at night; 


XXV. 

llendcs Aland befoer det Adriatlske Hav, || 
0? g:jorde noKlc Ketser ogsaa i andre Have, [I 
Og: naar han laa i Qiiarantaine for at faa Prac¬ 
tice II (En fyrgetyve Dages Forsigtigheds-Re- 
gel mod Sygdo]u}> II Xunde bans Kone undur- 
liden besllge sit hojeste Qvislverelse, || Tlu 
derfra kunde Imn see Skibet med Lcllicd. || 
Han var en Kjobmand som foer paa Aleppo, || 
Hans Navn Giuseppe, kaldet mere kort, Heppo. 

XXVI. 

Han var en Mand saa mbrk som en Spanicr, |] 
Solbrajndt afReiserog dog en anseelig Figar;|| 
Skjont farvet som det kunde vare i en Car¬ 
ver Gaard, || Saa var han en Person baade af 
Forstand og Kraft;— l| En bedre Sbmand liar 
endnu aldrig besat en Rna; || Og hun iivorvet 
hendes Maneer ei viste nogen Rigeiir || Blev 
anseet for en Qvinde af de slrtengesle Grund- 
sstninger, || 1 den Grad at hun antoges for 

(at vajre) nojslen uovervindelig. 

XXVII. 

Men adskilllge Aar henrandt siden de vare 
trnfne sammen; || Nogle Folk Iroede Skibet 

var forllst, og noglc || At han ved een cller 


anden Rommert var kommen i Gjasld, i| Og 
kunde ei udstaa den Tanke at styre hjem, || 
Og der vare adskillige som tilbfid hvilket som- 
helst Veddemaal 1] Om at han enten vilde, 
eller ei vilde komine, 1) Thi de llesle Mjend 
(indtil Tab har gjort deni visere) || VII nniler- 
slDtte deres egen AIcning med ct Veddemaal. 

XXVIII. 

Der fortajlles at dcre.s sidste Afsked var pa- 
thetisk II Som Afsked ofteere, eller burde 
vsre, 11 Og at deres Foriidanelse var ganske 

prophetisk || At de sknlde aldrig mere hin- 
anden see, |j (En Slags af sygelig Fulclse 
halv poelisk H Som jcg har vidst forekomme 
i to eller ire} 1| l)a knalende paa Slrand- 
bredden paa hendes bedrbvede Knte, || Han 
forlod denne Adriatiske Ariadne. 

XXIX. 

Og Laura vffinlede lajnge oggried en Smule 1| 
Og tienkte paa at anlsgge Sorgedragt, som dor 
var al Aarsag til, || Hun nassten table nl Ap- 
petit til Fude, || Og kunde ei sove i Ro alcne 
om Natten; |1 Hun ansaa Vindues Rammerno 
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She deem’d the window frames and 

shutters brittle 

Against a daring housebreaker or 

sprite, 

And so she thought it prudent to connect 

her 

With a vice-hushand, chiefly to protect 

her. 


XXX. 


She chose, (and what is there they will 

not choose?) 

It only you will but oppose their 

choice?) 

Till Beppo should return from his long 

cruise, 

And bid once more her faithful heart 

rejoice, 

A man some women like, and yet 

abuse — 

A coxcomb was he by the public voice; 
A Count of wealth, they said, as well 

as quality. 

And in his pleasures of great liberality. 


XXXI. 


And then he was a Count, and then he 

knew 

Music, and dancing, fiddling, French 

and Tuscan; 

The last not easy, be it known to you. 
For few Italians speak the right Etrus¬ 
can. 

lie was a critic upon operas, too, 


And knew all niceties of the sock and 

buskin; 

And no Venetian audience could endure a 
Song, scene, or air, when he cried 

^seccatura!” 

XXXII. 

Ilis „bravo” was decisive, forthatsoiind 
Hush’d jjAcademie” sigh’d in silent 

awe; 

The fiddlers trembled as he look’d 

around, 

For fear of some false note’s detected 

flaw. 

The „prima donna’s” tuneful heart 

would bound. 

Dreading the deep damnation of his 

„bah!” 

Soprano, basso, even the contra-alto. 
Wish’d him five fathom under theliialto. 

XXXIII. 

He patronised the Improvisatori, 

Kay, could himself extemporise some 

stanzas. 

Wrote rhymes, sang songs, could also 

tell a story, 

Sold pictures, and was skilful in the 

dance as 

Italians can be, though in this their 

glory 

Must surely yield the palm to that 

which France has; 

In short he was a perfect cavaliero. 
And to his very valet seemed a hero. 


og Skaaderne skjore 1| I mod en dristig Ind- 
hrudstyv eller Aand (Spogclsc) |] Og saa an- 
saa hun det for forsigligt at forbinde sigHMed 
en Vice-Mand fornemmelig for at beskytte sig. 

XXX. 

Ilun valgte (og hvad cr der de ei Til valge 1 
Hvis kun 1 blot modsalter Eder deres Valg) \ 
Indtil Beppo skulde vende tilbage fra bans 
lange Kryds-Toor, |1 Og byde en Gang endnu 
hendes Irofaste Hjasrte atgla:desig, || En 
Mand som visse Qvinder holde af og dog om- 
tale iide — || En Hanekara (Laps) var ban 

ifbige den offentlige Slcmrae; H En Creve af 
Rigdom sagde de saavel som af Bang, \\ Og i 
sine Fornbjelser af megen Liberalitct. 

XXXI. 

Og saa var ban en Greve, og saa kjendle 
ban j| Musik og Bands, Fiolinspi!, Fransk og 
Toscansk; H Det sidste ei med Lethed, Y®re 
det Eder bekjendt; || Tbi faa Kalienere tale 
det rigtige Etruriske. [j Han var en Opera-Kriti- 
ker ogsaa, H Og kjcndte allc Sockens*) og 
Cothurnens**) Finheder; H Inlet Yenetiansk 


*) Komediens. 

**) Tragodiens. 

Tort Gods, smaglost Jax. 


Theater-Fnblicum kunde udstaa en || Sang, 
Scene eller Arle, naar ban raabte ,,secc{i~ 

XXXII. 

Hans,,bravo” var afgjbrende, efter den Lyd H 
Sukkede det nedtyssede Orchester****) i taus 
^refrygt; \\ Fiolinspillerne skjalv naar ban 

saa sig omkring, |1 Af Frygt for en eller an- 
den falsk ^^odes opdagede Fetl. 1| Prima don- 
naens tonerige Hjajrte kunde springe, || Fryg- 
tende den dybe Fordommelse of bans ,,bah!’'|| 
Sopranen, Bassen, ja sclv Conlra-Altocn {| On- 
skede ham fern Favne under Rialto. 

XXXIII. 

Han patroniserede Improvisatorernc, |[ Ja, 
ban kunde selv improvisere nogle Stanzaer, ]| 
Skrev Vers, sang Arier, kunde og forlajlle en 
liistorie, \\ Solgte Malerier, og var kyndig i 
Dandsen soin |1 Italienere kuiine vasre, skjbndt 
i dette deres Hader || Maa sikkerlig opglve 
Palmen til den (neml. Hader) som Frankrig 
bar; 11 Kort sagt, lian var en fuldkonimen Ca¬ 
valier, II Og selv for sin egen Kammentjener 
syntes [ban] en Helt. 

Opera- eller Concort-Personale. En 
offentlig Recitation af Scener, af Vers eller 
over Hoved af de classiske Italienske Forfat- 
tere kaldes ogsaa Accademia. 
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XXXIV. 

Then he was faithful too as well as 

amorous: 

So that no sort of female could com¬ 
plain, 

Although they’re now and then a little 

clamorous, 

He never put the pretty souls in pain; 
His heart was one of those which most 

enamour us, 

Wax to receive, and marble to retain. 
He was a lover of the good old school. 
Who still become more constant as they 

cool. 

XXXV. 

No wonder such accomplishments should 

turn 

A female head, however sage and 

steady — 

With scarce a hope that Beppo could 

return, 

In law he was almost as good as 

dead, he 

Nor sent nor wrote, nor show’d the 

least concern, 

And she had waited several years 

already; 

And really if a man won’t let us know 
That he’s alive, he’srfefld, or should be so. 

XXXVI. 

Besides, within the Alps to every woman, 
(Although, God knows, it is a grie¬ 
vous sin) 


’T is, I may say, permitted to have two 

men; 

I can’t tell who first brought the 

custom in, 

But „CavalicrServentes” are quite com¬ 
mon, 

And no one notices, nor cares a pin; 
And we may call this (not to say the 

worst) 

A second marriage, which corrupts the 

first, 

xxxvn. 

The word was formerly a „Cicisbeo” 
But that is now grown vulgar and 

indecent; 

The Spaniards call the person a „Cor- 

tejo’^ 

For the same mode subsists in Spain, 

though recent; 

In short it reaches from the Po to Teio 
And may perhaps at last be o’er the 

sea sent. 

But Heaven preserve Old England from 

such courses! 

Or what becomes of damage and di¬ 
vorces? 

XXXVIII. 

However, I still think, with all due de¬ 
ference 

To the fair single part of the Creation, 
That married ladies should preserve the 

preference 

In tete-a-tete or general conversa¬ 
tion — 


XXXIV. 

Og saa var han trofast , saavcl som 

rorliebl; \\ Saa at ingen Slags Qvinde kunde 
klage , II Skjbnt de ero nu og da en Smule 
hOiriistedej || Han gav aldrig de smukke Sj$le 
Smsrte; 1| Hans Hja’rte var eet af disse som 
mcest indtage os, H Vox til at modtage, og 
Marnior til at beliolde. i| Ilan var en Elsker 
af den gode gamle Skole , |I Som bcslandig 
blive mere standhaftige efter som de afkjules. 

XXXV. 

Intet Under at .saadanne Fortrin skulde 
gjore forrykt || Et qvindeligi Hoved, hvor for- 
niiftigt fdet end var) og sat — |1 Med iiajppe 
noget Haab om at Beppo vilde vende tilbage, |1 
1 Lovenfs Ojne] var han naslen saa gocit som 
dfld, han || Hverken sendte, eller skrev, eller 
vUste denmindsteBekymringfel. Deeltagelse], [ 
Og hun havde venlet adskilligeAar allerede; 

Og vlrkelig, hvis en Mand ei vil lade os vide j 
At han er ilive, saa er han difd, eller burde 
vasre. 

XXXVI. 

Desuden paa denne Side Alperne , for en- 
hver Qvinde, |i (llvorvel, Hiramelen veed, det 


er en forfardelig Synd,) || Det er, Iiavde Jog 
n«er sagt, tiiladt at have to Maind; D Jeg kan 
ei sige hvo forsf indforte denne Skik, H Wen 
,,Cavalier Servefiler” ereganske alniindeiige, || 
Og ingen tager nogen Notice (dcraf) eller bry- 
der sig el Kappenaalfs Hoved derom]; || Og vi 
kunne kalde dette (forei at sige det Varste)!! 
Et andet iEgteskab som fordarver del fdrsle. 

XXXVII. 

[Det gjangsej Ordvar tilforn en ,,Cicisbeo”, || 
Men det er nu blevet pobelagtigt og tisoinine- 
ligt; II Spanlcrne kalde I’ersonen cn ,,Cor- 
lejo” II Thi den samme Skik exislerer i Spa- 
nien , skjont [den crj ny; || Korl sagt den 
naaer fra Po lil Teio, 1| Og kan maaskee til- 
sidst blive sent over Soen. || Wen Ilimmcicn 
bevare gamle England fra saadanne Anslalter! ] 
Ellers hvad blivcr der af Skades Erstalning og 
Skilsmisser ? 

XXXVIII. 

Alllgcvel, tanker jeg, med al tllbiirlig Op- 
marksomhed |1 Mod den skjonne ugifte Part 
af Skabningen , j| Al gifte Darner hurde be- 
holde Forrangen [j 1 et tete-a-lete eller al- 
mindelig Conversation — || Og dette siger jeg 
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And this I say without peculiar reference 
To England, France, or any other 

nation. — 

Because they know the world, and are 

at ease, 

And being natural, naturally please. 

XXXTX. 

^Tis true your budding Wiss is very 

charming, 

But shy and awkward at first coming 

out. 

So much alarm’d that she is quite alarm¬ 
ing, 

All Giggle, Blush; half Pertness and 

half Pout; 

And glancing at Mamma for fear there’s 

harm in 

What you , she, it, or they may be 

about, 

The nursery still lisps out in all they 

utter — 

Besides, they always smell of bread 

and butter. 

XL. 

But „Cavalier Servente” is the phrase 
Used in politest circles to express 
This supernumerary slave, who stays 
Close to the lady as a part of dress, 
Her word the only Law which he obeys, 
His is no sinecure, as you may guess 


Tiden (nog'cn) sserdeles Antydning H Til Eag. 
land, Frankrig, eller nogen anden Nation — il 
Fordi rte kjende Verden og ere ugenerte, 11 
Og i det de ere nalurlige, saa behage de na- 
turligviis. 

XXXIX. 

Det er sandt Eders fremspirende Jomfru er 
meget fortryllende, \\ Men sky og keitet ved 
hendes forste Koramen ud [i Verden]*) |1 Saa 
saare allarmcret at Jiun’cr ganske allarme- 
rende, || Heel og holden Smaalatter, R6dme; 
halv Impertlnents og halv Muthed; H Og Skot- 
ten til Mamma af Frygt for der kunde vare 
Ulykke 1 | Hvad 1, hun, det, eller de knnde 
have for, | Ammestuen lajsper bestandig frem 
i Alt hvad de yttre — 1| Desuden, saa lugte 

de allid af Smorrebrod. 

XL. 

Men ,,Cavalier servente” er Talemaaden || 
Som anvendes i de meest dannede Kredse for 
at udtrykke [benffivne] |1 Denne overcomplette 
Slave, som opholder sig \\ TaJt ved Damcn som 
en Deel af hendes Paaklffidning, H Hendes 
Ord [er] den eneste Lov han adlyder. \\ Hans 
[Plads] er ingen Sinecure, som 1 [nok] kan 


Coach, servants, gondola, he goes to call, 

And carries fan and tippet, gloves and 

shawl. 

XLL 

With all its sinful doings, I must say, 

That Italy’s a pleasant place to me, 

Who love to see the Sun shine every 

day, 

And vines (not nail’d to walls) from 

tree to tree 

Festoon’d, much like the back scene of 

a play, 

Or melodram, which people flock to 

see, 

When the first act is ended by a dance 

In vineyards copied from the south of 

France. 

XLIL 

I like on autumn evenings to ride out, 
Without beingforced to bid my groom 

be sure 

My cloak is round his middle strapp’d 

about; 

Because the skies are not the most 

secure; 

I know too that if stopp’d upon my route, 

Where the green alleys windingly 

allure. 

Reeling with grapes red waggons choke 

the way, — 

In England’t would be dung, dust, or 

a dray. 


gjeette ; H Vogn, Tjenere, Gondol gaaer han at 
ho.nte II Og bajrer Vifte, Modest, Uandsker og 
Shawl. 

XLI. 

Med alle dets syndigo Gjerninger, saa maa 
jeg sige , 11 At Italien er et behageligt Sted 

for mig, II Som holder af at see Solen sklnne 
hver Dag, \\ Og Viinranker (ei nagledc til 
Mure) fra Trie til Tra; || Bundne i Krandse, 
lignendc meget Skuepladsens Baggrund i et 
Skuespil, II Eller Melodrama som Folk flokke 
sig for at see, || Naar den forste Act bliver 
sluttet med en Bands 1| I Viingaarde som co- 
pieres efter det sydlige Frankrig. 

XLII. 

Jeg holder af i Efleraars Aftener at ride 
ud, II Uden at vajre nodsaget til at bede min 
Staldkarl at vsre vis paa 1| At min Kappe er 
spajndt rundt om bans Liv H Ford! Luften ikke 
er den sikkreste; |) Jeg veed ogsaa at hvls 
jeg standses paa min Vej, || Hvor de gronne 
sn«vre Alleer snoende lokke Een H At det er 
rode Vogne gyngende med Druer som tilstoppe 
Vejen — 1| 1 England vilde det vasre Mdg, 

Slov eller en Bryggervogn. 


*) ComUig out er et technisk Udtryk om cn ung Dames forste Prasentalion i store Selskaber. 
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xuir. 

I hIso like to dine on becaficas 

To see the Sun set; sure hedi rise to 

morrow, 

Not throu<?h a misty morning twinkling 

weak as 

A drunken man's dead eye in maudlin 
* sorrow, 

But with all Heaven t'himself; that day 

will break as 

Beauteous as cloudless, nor be forced 

to borrow 

That sort of farthing candlelight which 

glimmers 

Where reeking London’s smoky caldron 

simmers. 

XLIV. 

I love the language, that soft bastard, 

l^atin, 

Which melts like kisses from a fe¬ 
male mouth, 

And sounds as ifitshould be w^iton satin, 
With syllables which breathe of the 

sweet South, 

And gentle liquids gliding all so pat in, 
Thntnot a single accent seems uncouth, 
Like our harsh northern whistling, 

grunting guttural, 

Which we’re obliged to hiss, and spit, 

and sputter all. 


*') In talking thus, the writer, more especially 
Of women, would be understood to say, 

He speaks as a spectator, not offleinliy, 

And always, reader, in o modest way; 
Perhaps, too, in no very great degree shall he 


XLIII. 

Jpg holder ogsaa af at spisc til Middag paa 
Figenpiukkere*), tl At see Solen, sikker paa 
at den vil slaa op i Morgen, || Ikke gjennem 
cn laaget Morgendeemring svag som || £n druk- 
ken Mands dude Uje i Blyhats Sorg, H Men 
nied hole Ilimmclen for sig selv; at Dagcn vil 
frembryde ligesaa || Skjon som skyfri og ei 
vare nbdsaget til at laane 1| Ben Slags af 
Skillingspraase Lys som glimter || Ilvor det 
rygende Londons rogfulde Kjadel syder. 

XLIV. 

Jeg elsker Sproget det bliide Baslard-Latin H 
Som smaiUer som Kys af Qvinde-Mund 1) Og- 
lyder som om det burde skrives paa Atlask, || 
Med Stavelser som aande af det sfide Syd, ij 
Og bli)de llydcnde Bogstaver, som glide alle 
saa nemt ind 1] At ikke en eneste Accent sy- 
nesgrov H Somvorthaardenordlskepibcnde gryn- 
tende (;ullural-[Sprog] 1| Som vi ere nodsagede 
lilathysseog spytte og fremsprbltc alt sammen. 

*) Eller Figensnepper: En velsmagcnde Ita- 
Ilensk Fugl som saa kaldes. 

**) Forfatteren, i at tale saaledes, merespe- 
cielt II Om Qvinder, vilde forslaaes at sige 1| 
At han taler som en Tilskuer, ikke ofdcielt, i| 


XLV. 

1 like the women too (forjrive my folly), 
From the rich peasant-cheek of rudely 

bronze. 

And lar^e black eyes that flash on you 

a volley 

Of rays that say a thousand things 

at once, 

To the high dama’s brow, more me¬ 
lancholy 

Blit clear, and with a wild and liquid, 

glance, 

Heart on her lips, and soul within her 

eyes. 

Soft as her clime, and sunny as her 

skies. 

XLVL 

Eve of the land which still is Paradise! 

Italian beauty 1 didst thou not inspire 
Raphael, who died in thy embrace, and 

vies 

With all we know of Heaven, or can 

desire, 

In what he hath bequeath’d us? — in 

what guise 

Though flashing from the fervour of 

the lyre, 

Would words describe thy past and 

present glow. 

While yet Canova can create below.*) 


Appear to have offended in this lay. 

Since, as all know, without the sex, oiir sonnets 
Would seem unllnish’d like their untrimm'd 

bonnets. 

(Signed) PRINTER’S DEVIL. 


XLV. 

Jeg holder af Qvinderne ogsaa (tilgiv min 
Daarskab) || Fra den >ppige Bondepiges Kind 
af rOdladen Bronze, || Og store sorte Ojne som 
lyne imod Edcr det glatte Laug l| Af Straaler 
som sige Tusindc Ting paa en Gang || Til den 
hoje Dames Bryn som er mere melancholsk, || 
Men klart, og med et vildt og fiydende Oje- 
kast II JHJsrtet paa hendcs La!ber, og Sjcl i 
hendes OJnc || Blbd som hendes Klimat og 
solfnld som hcndcs Ilimmel. 

XLVl. 

Eva af det Land som endnu er ParadlisI || 
Italienske Skjbnhed! Inspirerede du ei || Ra¬ 
phael , som d5de i diu Omarmelse, og kappes 
med II Alt hvad vi kjende af Himmelen, eller 
kunne bnske, ]| 1 det han har efterladt os? — 
paa hvilken Maade || Skjbnt lynende fra Ly- 
rens Brynde || Kunde Ord beskrive din for- 
henvairende og narva?rende Gloden, [Straaler] || 
Medens endnu Canova kan skabe hernede?**) 

Og altid, Lsscr, paa cn beskeden Maade || Maa- 
skee ogsaa i Ingen stcrdeles hoi Grad vil lian || 
Synes at have forseet sig i detteDigt, IjEfterili 
som allc vide, iiden Kjbnnet vore Sonnettcr |1 
Vilde synes ufuldcndte som deres (Qvindernes) 
ugarneredc Hatte. 


7 
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XLVII. 

^England! with all thy faults 1 love thee 

still,” 

I said atCalais, and havenotforgotit; 
I like to speak and lucubrate my fill; 

I like the government (but that is 

not it); 

I like the freedom of the press and quill; 
I lilte the Habeas Corpus (when we've 

got it); 

I like a parliamentary debate, 
Particularly when 'tis not too late; 


XLVIII. 

I like the taxes, when they’re not too 

many; 

I like a seal coal-fire, when not too 

dear; 

I like a beef-steak, too, as well as any; 

Have no objection to a pot of beer; 

I like the weather, when it is not rainy, 

That is, Hike two months of every year, 

And so, God save the Regent, Church 

and King! 

Which means that I like all and every 

thing. 

XLIX. 

Our standing army, and disbanded sea¬ 
men, 

Poors’ rate, Reform, my own, the 

nation’s debt 

Our little riots just to show we are free 

men, 


Our trifling bankruptcies in the Ga¬ 
zette, 

Our cloudy climate, and our chilly 

women, 

All these I can forgive and those forget, 
And greatly venerate our recent glories 

And wish they were not owing to the 

• • 

ones. 

L. 

But to my tale of Laura — for I find 
Digression is a sin, that by degrees 
Becomes exceeding tedious to my mind. 
And therefore may the reader, too, 

displease — 

Thegentlereader, who may waxiinkind, 
And caring little for the author’s ease, 
Insist on knowing what he means — a 

hard 

And hapless situation for a bard. 

LI. 

Oh! that I had the art of easy writing 
What should be easy reading! could 

1 scale 

Parnassus, where the Muses sit inditing 
Those pretty poems never known to 

fail, 

How quickly would I print (the world 

delighting) 

A Grecian, Syrian, or Assyrian tale; 
And sell you, mix'd with western sen¬ 
timentalism. 

Some samples of the finest Orientalism. 


XLVII. 

,,England! med alle dine Feil elsker jeg 
dig endnu”, \\ Sagde jeg i Calais, og jeg bar 
ikke glemt det; |1 Jeg holder af at tale og 

studere til Micltelse; || Jeg holder af Regje- 
ringen (men det er ikke det); 1| Jeg holder 
af Pressens og Penneposens Frihed; || Jeg 
holder &( Habeas corpus (naarvihave det*) 1| : 
Jeg holder af en Parliaments Dehat 1! 1 s£ei'- 
deleshed naar den cl er altfor sildig. 

XLVIII. 

Jeg holder af Skatterne, naar de el ere alt- 
for mange || Jeg holder af Steenkuls **) lid, 
naar den ei er for dyr || Jeg holder af en 
beef-steak ogsaa saagodt som nogen ; {| Og 

bar intet imod en Kande 01; || Jeg holder af 
Veirel naar det ei er for regnfiildt |[ Det vil sige, 
jeg holder af to Maaneder af hvert Aar. || Og 
saa Gud hevare Prinds-Regenten, Kirken, og 
Koiigen I II Hvilket helyder at jeg holder af 
Alt og enhver Ting i8«r. 

XLIX- 

Vor staaende Armee og vore afskedigede Sd- 
folk, II Fattigskatten, Reformen, min eiren (og) 
Nalionens Gjaild, || Vore sniaa Oplob just for 
at vise at vi ere frie Ma;nd, || Yore ubetyde- 


lige FaUiter i [Londoner] Gazetten, || Vort 
skyfulde Kliraat og vore kolde Qvinder, 1| AUe 
disse kan jeg tiJgive og hine forglemme, || Og 
jeg barer megen Hojagtelse for vor nyllg 
(vundne) Hader jl Og jeg dnsker [ktin] at den 
ikke skyldtes Torierne. 

L. 

Men til min Fortalling om Laura , — thi 
jeg flnder \\ Digression er en Synd, som grad- 
viis II Bliver overmaade kjadelig i mine Tan¬ 
ker, I! Og derforkan ogsaa mishage Laseren —1| 
Den kjare Laser, som kan blive uvenlig 1| Og 
brydende sig kun lidet om Forfatterens Be- 
qvemmelighed, || Kan paastaa at fan at vide 
livad han mener, en haard |1 Og ulieldig Stil¬ 
ling for en Skjald. 

LI. 

Oh at jeg besad den Konst at skrive med 
Lethed || Det som med Lethed kunde lases! 
kunde jeg bestige |1 Parnassus, hvor Muserne 
sidde og alTatte || Disse smukke Digte som al- 
drig vides at slaa feil, 1| Hvor hurligt skulde 
jeg trykke (til Verdens Fryd og Glade) 1| En 
Grask, Syrisk, eller Assyrisk Fortatling ; || Og 
salge Jer blaudet med vestligSentimentalisme || 
Nogle Prbver af den deiligste Orientalisme. 


*) Thi Habeas Corpus Acten kan iinderti- 
den suspenderes, for en langere ellerkortere Tid. 

**) Seacoat: Den fuldstandige Talemaade 


som er af Londonsk Oprindelse er sea-borne 
coal, fordi Steenkul meest komme Sdvarts til 
London. 
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LIL 

But I am but a nameless sort of person, 
(A broken Dandy lately on my tra¬ 
vels) 

And take for rhyme, to hook my ramb¬ 
ling verse on 

The first that Walker's Lexicon un¬ 
ravels, 

And when I can’t find that, I put a 

worse on, 

Not caring as I ought for critic’s cavils; 
I’ve half a mind to tumble down to 

prose, 

But verse is more in fashion — so here 

goes. 

LIIL 

The Count and Laura made their new 

arrangement, 

Which lasted, as arrangements some¬ 
times do, 

For half a dozen years, without es¬ 
trangement; 

They had their little difi’erences, too ; 
Those jealous whiffs, which never any 

change meant: 

In such affairs there probably are few 
Who have hot had this pouting sort of 

squabble, 

From sinners of high station to the 

rabble. 

LIV. 

But, on the whole they were a happy 

pair, 

As happy as unlawful love could 

make them; 


The gentleman was fond, the Lady fair, 
Their chains so slight, Hvvas not worth 

while to break them: 
The world beheld them with indulgent 

air; 

The pious only wish’d „the devil take 

them!" 

lie took them not; he very often waits 
And leaves old sinners to be young 

ones’ baits. 

LV. 

But they were young: Oh! what with¬ 
out our youth 

Would love be! What would youth 

be without love! 

Youth lends it joy, and sweetness, vi¬ 
gour, truth, 

Heart, soul, and all that seems as from 

above; 

But, languishing with years, it grows 

uncouth — 

One of few things experience don’t 

improve. 

Which is, perhaps, the reason why old 

fellows 

Are always so preposterously jealous. 

LVI. 

It was the Carnival, as I have said 
Some six and thirty stanzas back, 

and so 

Laura the usual preparations made, 
Which you do when your mind’s 

made up to go 


Lir. 

Men jeg: er kun on navnlos Slags af Person |t 
(En afdanket Dandy, som nylig var paa mine 
Reiser) [] Og lager Tor Riim for at kroge mil 
omfoiiende Vers paa || Det forsle som Walkers 
(Riim-) Lexicon udvikler, || Og naar jeg ei 
knn ilnde det, saa sjetler jeg cl sleltere paa, j| 
Ei jbeagtende som Jeg burde Kritikeres Dadel; jj 
Jeg liar halvvejs i Sinde at styrte mig hoved- 
kulrts ned i Prosa, || Men Vers er mere i Mode 
— saa nu afsted! 

LIIl. 

Greven og Laura gjorde derea nye [hnslige] 
Arrangement || Som vedvarede, som Arrange¬ 
ments undertiden gjore || Et halv Dousin Aar 
uden Splid [njsrle-fjarnelse?] \\ De havde 
dercs smaa Tvistigheder ogsaa; Ij Disse skin- 
syge Pust som aldrig havde nogen Forandring 
til Hensigt: || I saadanne Affairer ere der 
rimeligviis faa |1 Som ei have havt dette slet 
Lunes Slags af Kiv, || Fra Syndere af hoi Rang 
[lige ned] til Pbbelen. 

LIV. 

Men i det Hele vare de et lykkeligt Par, || 
Saa lykkelige som ulovlig Kja'ilighcd kunde 


gjore dem; 1| llerren var kjarllg, Damon 
.smuk, II Dercs Kjader saa lettc at det ci var 
Umagen vardt at bryde dem; || Verden be- 
tragtede dem med cn eftergivende Mine; || 
Kun de gudsfrygllge onskede ,,Fanden tage 
dem!” II Han tog dem ikke: han vanter meget 
ofte, II Og lader gnmle Syndere blive unge 
Syndercs Lokkemad. 

LV. 

Men de vare unge; Oh! hvad uden vor 
Ungdom || Viide Kjarlighed vare! Ilvad vilde 
Ungdoin vare uden Kjarlighed. 1| Ungdom laaner 
den Glade, og Sudhed, Kraft og Sandhed, |j 
Hjarle, Sjal, og alt det som synes [som det 
kom] ovenfra; 11 Men, hensmagtende med 
Aarene bliver den grov ~ || En af de faa Ting 
som Erfariiig ei forbedrer, || Hvilket inaaskee 
er Grunden hvorfor gamie Krabaler || Alle Tider 
ere saa urimclig skinsyge. 

LVI. 

Det var Carnival[s Tidcn] som jeg har sagt || 
Omtrent sex og Iredive Stanzer tilbage, og sna || 
Gjorde Laura de sadvanlige Forberedelser, || 
Som 1 gjiir naar 1 har fast bc.sluttet at gaa || 
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To-night to Mrs. Boehm’s masquerade, 
Spectator, or partaker in the show; 
The only difference known between 

the cases 

Is — here, we have six weeks of„var- 

nish'd faces.” 

LVII. 

Laura, when dress’d, was (as I sang 

before) 

A pretty woman as was ever seen. 
Fresh as the Angel o’er a new inn door, 
Or frontispiece of a new Magazine 
With all the fashions which the last 

month wore, 

Coloured, and silver paper leaved 

between 

That and the titlepage, for fear the press 
Should soil with parts of speech the 

parts of dress. 

Lvni. 

They went to theRidotto, — ’tis a ball 
Where people dance, and sup, and 

dance again; 

It’s proper name, perhaps, were a inas- 

qued ball. 

But that’s of no importance to my 

strain; 


’Tis (on a smaller scale) like our Vaux- 

hall, 

Excepting that it can’t be spoilt by 

rain; 

The company is „mixcd” (the phrase I 

quote is 

As much as saying they’re below your 

notice); 


LIX 


For a „mix’d company” implies that, 

save 

Yourself and friends, and half a him-. 

dred more. 

Whom you may bow to without look¬ 
ing grave. 

The rest are but a vulgar set, the 

bore 

Of public places, where they basely 

brave 

The fashionable stare of twenty score 
Of well-bredpersons, call’d ^theworld "; 

but I, 

Although I know them, really don’t 

know why. 
LX. 

This is the case in England; at least was 
During the dynasty of Dandies, now 


laftcn paa Fra Boehms Masquerade, |i Som 
Tilskuer eller Ueeltajer i Skuespillet; |! Den 
eneste Forskjsl mellein Tilfsldene || £r — at 
vi her have sex Uger af ,,rcrniserede Ansig- 
ter” *). 

LVII. 

Laura, naar hun var paaklajdt, var (som 
jeg for sanp H En (saa) smuk Qvinde som 
man nogensinde saa, || Frisk som Engelen over 
en ny Gjsstgivergaards Dor, || Eller Frontl- 
spicen paa et nyt Magazin (Maanedskrift), || 
Med alle de Moder som den sidstc Maaned bar |i 
Coleurt ug med SblvpapUrs-Bladc imellcm 11 
Det og Titelbladet, af Frygt for at Pressen j] 
Kunde tilsole med Talens Dele Draglens Dele. 

LYllI. 

De gik til Ridolto; — det er en Sal || Hvor 
Folk danUse, og spise til AUen, og dandse 
igjen ; 11 Dels rigtige Navn kanskee vilde vare 
et Maske-ball, ]] Men det er af ingen Viglig- 


hed for min Sang; || Dot er (efter en mlndre 
Maalestok) ligt vor Yauxhall, || Undtagen at 
det ei kan biive spolerct af Regn:|| Selskabet 
er jjblandet” (den Talemaade jeg cUcrer er \\ 
Det samme som at sige, det fortjener ei at I 
liegger Alicrke til det); 

LU. 

Tbi et ,,blandet Sclskab” betegner at, med 
Undtagelse H Af Edcr sclv og Venner, og et 
halvt Hundrede til, || Som I kan hilsc paa 
uden at sec alvorlig ud, 1| De ovrige ere kun 
et Pobel-Pak, Plagen H Af otfentlige Steder, 
hvor de nedrigt trodse |j Den fornemme Paa- 
stirren af tyve Sneese !| Velopdragne Personer, 
som kaldes „le 7nonde",- men jeg [1 Skjont 
Jeg kjender dem, vecd virkelig ikke hvorfor. 

LX. 

Dette er Tilfaeldet i England; i dctmind.ste 
var det || Vnder Dandiernes^*^ DynaslI, som 


*) Merchant of Venice, Act, II. Sc. V. 

**') Dandif er en Person som udmajrker sig 
iser ved fine Klajder, ,,som barer”, somEngelsk- 
manden kalder det ,,sin Charakteer paa sin 
Ryg”. I Byrons Ungdom var der t London 
en Slags Klub af saadanne Personer: de vare 
for stbrste Delen af den fornemme Vefden, og 
Prinds Regenten (senere Georg IV) var cen of 
dem. Brumrnel som Byron omtaler i Noten 
nedenfor ansaaes for en Tid for deres Anfbrer, 
hvilkcl var saa meget bcsynderligere som iian 
hverken havde Herkomst eller Formue eller 
store Thlenter. Han gjorde sin Lykke ved smaa 
Viltigheder, og stor Uforskammenhed, og havde 


selv Prinflsregenten undertiden Ul Bedste. 
Denne Aland blev dog tilsidst styrtet derved 
at I en Forsamling af Dandler een traadte frem 
og med alvorlig Bestcmlhed sagde til ham: 
,,Brnrainel, I fortalle mlg en Lbgn igaar” — 
Brumrnel undlod at afgjdre den Sag paa den 
Viis som var brugelig blandt Dandierne, nem> 
lig ved en Duel. Fra det Ojeblik vilde ingen 
mere kjende ham. Dog forsbgte Alarquisen af 
Salisbury at gribe ham under Armene ved at 
give ham i sin aabne Vogn, en Plads ved sin 
Side, paa en Promenade i Hydepark; men det 
hjalp tkke. Brumrnel var falden; han kunde 
ei Isnger holde sig i London; el engang i 
England: han maatte reise over til Calais. 
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Per chance succeeded by some other 

class 

Of imitated imitators! — how 
Irreparably soon decline, alas! 

The demagogues of fashion: all below 
Is frail; how easily the world is lost 
13y love, or war, and now and then by 

frost! 


LXT. 

Crush’d was Napoleon by the northern 

Thor, 

Who knock’d his army down with 

icy hammer 

Stopp’d by the elements*)^ like a wha¬ 
ler, or 

Ablundering novice in his newFrcnch 

grammar; 

Good cause had he to doubt the chance 

of war, 

And as for fortune — but I dare not 

d—n her. 

Because, were I to ponder to infinity, 
The more I should believe in her divi¬ 
nity. 


LXIl. 

She rules (he present, past, and all to 

be yet. 

She gives us luck in lotteries, love 

and marriage; 


I cannot say that she ’s done much for 

me yet; 

Not that I mean her bounties to dis¬ 
parage, 

We’ve not yet closed accounts, and we 

shall see yet 

How much sheTl make amends for 

past miscarriage; 

Meantime the goddess I’ll no more im¬ 
portune, 

Unless to thank her when she’s made 

my fortune. 

LXIII. 

To turn — and to return — the devil 

take it! 

This story slips for ever through my 

fingers 

Because, just as the stanza likes to 

make it, 

It needs must be — and so it rather 

lingers; 

This form of verse begun, I can’t well 

break it 

But must keep time and tune like 

public singers; 

But if I once get through my present 

measure, 

ITl take another w'hen I ’m next at 

leisure. 


*) When BFummel was obliged lo retire to 
France, he knew not French, and having ob¬ 
tained a grammar for the purpose of study, our 
friend Scrope Davies was asked, what progress 
Brummel had made in French: he responded, 
that Brummel had been stopped, like Buona¬ 
parte in Kussia , by the elements, I have put 


this fun inlo Beppo, which is ’a fair exchange 
and no robbery’; for Scrope made his fortune 
at several dinners <as he owned himself), by 
repeating occasionally, as his own, some of 
the buffooneries with which 1 had encountered 
him in the morning. — 

Byron Diary 1S21. 


nil II Maaskee er succedcret af en anden Klasse |j 
Af efterlignede Efterlignere: — hvor || Uop- 
retteligen snart forfalde, ach! || Modens De- 
magoger; alt hernede [[ Er brbstf^ldlgt; hvor 
lettelig Verden tabes || Ved Kjajrlighed, ellcr 
Krig, og nu og da ved Frost! 

LXl. 

Knust blev Napoleon ved den nordlske Thor, 
Som slog hans Hair ned med en lls-haminer, 
Standset af Elementerne ligesom en Hvalflake- 
fanger, eller || En borarende Novice i hans 
nye Franske Grammatik; H God Aarsag havde 
han til at tvivle om Krigens Tilfaildlgheder, || 
Og hvad Lykken angaaer — men jeg tor ei 
forhande hende, H Thi sclv om Jeg grandskede 
(grublede) i at Evighed || Desto mere vilde 
Jeg tro paa hendes Guddom. 

LXIl. 

ITiin regjerer det najrva?rende, f'orbigangne, 
on alt det endnu Tilkornmende |1 Hun giver os 
Held i Lotterier, KJjerlighcd , og ^Egteskab; || 


Jeg kan ei sige bun har gjort meget for inig 
endnu; || Ikke fordi jeg skulde have i sinde 
at nedsette hendes Velgjernlnger, |1 Vi have 
endnu ci afsiuttet Regningerne, og vil see 
endnu || Hvorvidt hun vil erstatte forblgangne 
Misllgheder: |i Imidlerllil vtl Jeg Gudinden 
ikke videre ulcilige || Undlagen for at takke 
hende naar hun har gjort min Lykke. 

LXIII. 

For at vende om — og for at vende til- 
bage — F—n la’ et! 1| Denne Hisiorie slipper 
mig hestandig gjennem Fingrene, 1| Fordi, 
acenrat som Stan7.cn finder for godt at danne 
den, II Saa maa den nodvendigviis blive — 
og saa noler den Kdt; || Da jeg nu har bc- 
gyndt med denne Versform, kan Jeg ci vel af- 
bryde don , || Men maa holde Takt og Helodi 
som offentlige Sangere; || Men hvis jeg en- 
gang slipper igjennem mit naervarende Verse- 
maal, |1 Vil jeg lage et andet naar jeg nsst 
faaer Leilighed. 
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J.XIV. 

They went to the Ridotto (tis a place 
To which I mean to go niyselT to¬ 
morrow, 

Just to divert my thoughts a little space, 
Because Pm rather hippish, and may 

borrow 

Some spirits, guessing at what kind of 

face 

May lurk beneath each mask; and as 

my sorrow 

Slackens its pace sometimes, I’ll make, 

or find, 

Something shall leave it half an hour 

behind). 

LXV. 

Now l..aura moves along the joyous 

crowd, 

Smiles in her eyes, and simpers on 

her lips; 

To some she whispers, others speaks 

aloud; 

To some she curtsies, and to some 

she dips, 

Complains of warmth, and this com¬ 
plaint avow’d, 

Her Lover brings the lemonade, she 

sips; 

She then surveys, condemns, but pities 

still 

Her dearest friends for being dress'd 

so ill. 


LXVI. 

One has false curls, another too much 

paint, 

A third — where did she buy thatfriglit- 

ful turban? 

A fourth’s so pale she fears she’s going 

to faint, 

A fifth looks vulgar, dowdyish and 

suburban, 

A sixth’s white silk has got a yellow 

taint, 

A seventh’s thin nmslin surely will 

be her bane. 

And lo! an eighth appears, — „l’ll see 

no more!” 

For fear, like Banquo’s kings, they 

reach a score. 

LXVII. 

Meantime, while she was thus at others 

gazing 

Others were levelling their looks at 

her; 

She heard the men’s half-whisper’d 

mode of praising, 

And, tilTt was done, determined not 

to stir; 

The women only thought it quite amaz¬ 
ing 

That, at her time of life, so many 

were 

Admirers still, — but men are so de¬ 
based, 

Those brazen creatures always suit 

their taste. 


LXIV. . 

I)e gik lit Riilotto, (det er et Sted |j Hvortit 
jeg liar islnde selv at gaa i Morgen, || Just for 
at adsprede mine Tanker cn lilie Stand it Thi 
jeg er lidt melancholsk, og Kan laane (eller 
faa) It Lidt Munterhed, ved at gjelte iivad 
Slags Ansigt 1| Der kan skjule sig under hver 
Maske ; og da min Sorg || Sagtuer sine Skridt 
nndertiden, vil jeg gJOre, eller finde || Noget 
som lader den blive en halv Time tilbage) 
[d. e. noget som giver mig en halv Times For- 
spring], 

LXV. 

Nil bevffiger Laura sig from igjenncm den 
muntre Triengsei, i| Smiil i hendes Oine, Griin 
paa hendes Laber; || Til nogle hvisker hun, 
til andre taler hun hfiit; || For nogle nejer 
hun. og for nogle knixer hun, [| Klagcr over 
Varme, og da denne Klage yltrcs, || Bringer 
hendes Elsker Lemonaden, hun nipper; || Der- 
paa overvejer hun, fordbmmer, men ynkes dog 
over [| Sine kjareste Veninder fordi de ere 
saa slet paakladte. 


LXYl. 

En har falske KroIIer, en anden for mogen 
Sminke, \\ En tredje — livor kj'ibte him den 
forskraikkelige Turban V |1 En fjerde er saa 
bleg hun frygter hun er i Fard med at he- 
svime, || En femte seer vulgairt ud, tyksak- 
kisk og forstadsagtigt, ]| Den sjettes hvideSilke 
har et guult Skjar, 1| Den syvendes tynde 
Moussclin sikkert vil blive hendes Dod. |[ Og 
see! den ottenrie vLser sig — j.Jeg vil ikke 
see mere!” || Af Frygt for at de, ligesom Ban- 
quo’s Konger, skullc blive til en Snees, 

LXVII. 

Imidlertid, medens hun saaiedes slirrede 
paa andre, || Saa rettede andre deres Blik pan 
hende ; || Hun hbrte Mandenes halv-hviskede 
Maade at rose paa, || Og indlil det var forhi 
hesluttede hun el at r6re sig [af Pletten]; H 
Kun Qvinderne ansaa det for ganske .forhaii- 
sende || At der i hendes Alder saa mange 
vare j[ Beundrere endnii — men Waiidene ere 
saa fordarvede || At disse uforskammede Skab- 
ninger altid passe tU deres Smag. 
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LXVIIl. 

For my part, now, 1 ne’er could under¬ 
stand 

Why naughty women — but I wonH 

discuss 

A thing which is a scandal to the 

land, 

1 only don’t see why it should be 

thus; 

And if I were but in a gown and 

band, 

Just to entitle me to make a fuss, 

I’d preach on this till Wilberforce and 

Komilly 

Should quote in their next speeches 

from my homily. 

LXIX. 

While Laura thus was seen and seeing, 

smiling, 

Talking, she knew not why, and 

cared not what, 

So that her female friends, with envy 

broiling. 

Beheld her airs and triumph, and all 

that; 

And well dress’d males still kept be¬ 
fore her liiing, 

And passing bowed and mingled with 

her chat; 

More than the rest one person seemed 

to stare 

With pertinacity that’s rather rare. 


LXX. 

He was a Turk, the colour of maho¬ 
gany; 

And liaura saw him, and at first was 

glad, 

Because the Turks so much admire 

philogyny, 

Although their usage of their wives 

is sad; 

’Tis said they use no better than a dog 

any 

Poor woman, whom they purchase 

like a pad: 

They have a number, though they ne’er 

exhibit them, 

Four wives by law, and concubines 

„ad libitum”. 

LXXI. 

They lock them up, and veil, and guard 

them daily, 

They scarcely can behold their male 

relations 

So that their moments do not pass so 

gaily 

As is supposed the case with nor¬ 
thern nations; 

Confinement too must make them look 

quite palely; 

And as the Turks abhor long con¬ 
versations, 

Their days are either pass’d in doing 

nothing, 

Or bathing, nursing, making love, and 

clothing. 


LXVIII. 

Nil, for min Part, kiinde jeg alilrig forstaa ]] 
Hvorfor uarJige yvinder — men jeg vil el (Us- 
culcre II En Ting soin er en Scandale for 
Landet, H Jeg seer kun cl hvorfor del skulde 
Vicre saaiedes; || Og dersom jeg kun havde 

en Priestekjole og Bladkrave paa 1| Som neiop 
vilde berelllge mig til at gjore Larni, || Vilde 
jeg ;ira:ke over detle indlil Wilberforce og Ro- 
milly 11 Skiilde citere i deres niesle Taler af 
min ilomilie. 

LXIX. 

Mens Laura saaiedes var sect og scende, 
smilende, 1| Snakkende, hun vidste ei hvorfor 
og hrbd sig ei om hvad. || Naar kun hendes 
Veninder, hrsndende af Misundelse 1| Skuede 
hendes Miner og Triumph, og det AUsammen: || 
Ug velklajilte Maind hestandig defllcrede foran 
hende, H Og passerende forbi bukkede og blan- 
dedc sig i hendes .Smaasnak; |t Var der een 
Person som mere end de ovrige syntes at 
Hlirre H Med en Ilalstarrighed som cr noget 
sjailden. 


LXX. 

Han var en Tyrk af Mahogni-Farve; || Og 
Laura saa ham og i Fiirslningen blev glad || 
Fordi Tyrkerne saa meget beundre Ovinde- 
kjterlighed {Qvindeliebhaberi), |j Hvorvel deres 
Rehandling af deres Koner cr slet;||Man siger 
at dc hehandle ei bedre end cn (land enhver* 
somhclst II Stakkels Qviiide som de kjobe som 
en Kleppert: [[ De have ct Antal, hvorvel de 
aldrig udslille dem, || Fire Koner ifblge Lov, 
og Concubiner efter Behag. 

LXXI. 

De inileslutte, og tllsibrc, og bevogte dem 
(laglig> 11 Be kunne nicppe skuc deres mand- 
lige Sltcglninge, |1 Saa at deres Ojcbiikke ci 
titbringes saa monlert || Som Tiifsldet an- 
tages at va;re hos nordlige Nationer; ][ Inde- 
sluttelscn ogsaa maa hringe dem til at see 
ganske blegt ud ; 1| Og da Tyrkerne afsky lange 
Samlaler, |1 Tllbringes deres Rage enten i slel 
intet at bcslille H Eller i Badning, Ammen, 
Courmageri, og PaaklaJdning. 
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l.XXII. 

They cannot read, and so don’t lisp, 

in criticism; 

Nor write, and so they dont aft'cct 

the muse; 

Were never caught in epigram or wit¬ 
ticism. 

Have no romances, sermons, plays, 

reviews, — 

In harams learning soon would make a 

pretty schism! 

But luckily these beauties are no 

„Blues”, 

No bustling Botherbys have they to 

show ^em 

„That charming passage in the last new 

Poem.” 

LXXIII. 

No solemn, antique gentleman of rhyme 
Who having angled all his life for 

fame, 

And getting but a nibble at a time, 

Still fussily keeps fishing on, the same 
Small jjTriton of the MinnoAvs”, the 

sublime 

Of mediocrity, the furious tame, 

The echo’s echo, usher of the school 
Of female wits, boy bards —• in short, 

a fool! 

LXXIV. 

A stalking oracle of awful phrase, 

The approving „Good!” (by no means 

good in Law) 

LXXIl. 

De knnne ei Itese, o? saa lajspe de ci i 
itisthetik; || Ei heller skrive, og saa belle de 
el 111 Musen; [affectere de ei Miiseo] || Blive 
aldrig grebne i et Epigram eller Vltlighed, |1 
Have ingen Romaner, Prjetlikener, Skuespil, 
Reviews, [Qvartalskrifter] || I Haramer vilde 
Lojrdom snart forvolde et kjiint Scliisnia! j| 
Men heidigviis ere disse Skjonheder ingen 
„filaae" || Ingen vimse Botherbyer (Vrovle- 
potler) have de til at vise dem^H ,,Hiint yn- 
dige Sted I det sidste nye Digt/’ 

LXXIII. 

Ingen hbilidelig gammeldags RHra-herre H 
Som, da han har anglet heie sit Liv ericrRyjl 
Og kun faaet on (lille) Bideii paa [KrogenJ 
hvet Gang, 1| Bliver beslandlg vimsende ved 
at fiske , den samme || Lille ,,Triton blandt 
Elritserne”*) flen Ophojede H I Middelmaadig- 
heden, den rasende Tamme, H Echoets Echo, 
Adjuncten i Skolen || Af Qvinde-Genier, Drenge- 
Skjalde — kort sagt, en Daare! 

LXXIV. 

Et marcherende Orakel af jerefrygllndgy- 
dende Taleinaader, || Det bifaldyttrende „Godt!” 


Humming like flies around the newest 

blaze; 

The bluestof bluebottles you e’ersaw'. 
Teasing with blame, excruciating with 

praise, 

Gorging the little fame he gets all raw, 
Translating tongues he knows not even 

by letter, 

And sw'eating plays so middling, bad 

were better, 

LXXV. 

One hates an author that’s all author, 

fellows 

In foolscap uniforms turn’d up with inh, 
So very anxious, clever, fine, and 

jealous, 

One don’t know what to say of them, 

or think, 

Unless to puff them with a pair of bel¬ 
lows; 

Of coxcombry's worst coxcombs e’en 

pink 

Are preferable to these shreds of paper, 
Those unquench’d snuffings of the mid¬ 
night taper, 

LXXVI. 

Of these same we sec several, and of 

others, 

Men of the world, who know the 

world like men, 

Scott, Bogers, Moore, and all the better 

brothers 

Who think of something else beside 

the pen. 

Csom ingeuhmde er lovgyldigt) H Suinmende 
som Finer rundtom det nyesle Blus, || Den 
hlaaeste af Blaallaskc-llaer 1 nogenslnde saae, || 
Tirrende med Dadel, pinende med Roes || Op- 
slugende den lille Berommelse han faaer ganske 
raa, || Overs»ttende Tungemaal hvoraf han ei 
engang kjender et Bogslav, || Og udsvedende 
Skuespil, saa luiddelmaadlgc, at slot vildc 
vare bedre. 

LXXV. 

Man hader en Forfattor som cr heel og 
holden Forfaiter, Krabater || I pro patria 
Cniformer med Bisk-Rabatter, |{ Saa saare 
sngstelige, kloge, fine og skinsyge, H Man vecd 
el hvad man skal sige om dem, eller tsnke, || 
Med mlndre det skulde vsre at paste til <letn 
med en Blssehslg; || Af Spradebasserlets vsrste 
Spradebasser selv de aieest Urisbgle || Ere at 
foretrakke for disse Papiirs Strimler, H Disse 
uudslukte Lyse Tanner af Midnats-Kjertet. 

LXXVI. 

Af disse hersens have vi adskilllge, og af 
andre, [| Men af Verden, som kjende Verden 
som Mjend, || Scott, Rogers, Moore, og alle 
de bedre Brddre, || Som tsnke paa Adskilligt 


*) Coiiolan Act. III. Scene I. 
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But for the. children of the „mighty 

mothers”, 

The would-be wits and can^t-be 

ffentlemen, 

I leave them to their daily „tea is 

ready” 

Snug coterie, and literary lady. 

LXXVII. 

The poor dear Mussulwomen whom 1 

mention 

Have none of these instructive plea¬ 
sant people, 

And one would seem to them a new 

invention, 

Unknown as bells within a Turkish 

steeple; 

I think’t would almost be worth while 

to pension 

(Though best-sown projects very 

often reap ill) 

A missionary author, just to preach 
Our Christian usage of the parts of 

speech. 

LXXYIII. 

No chemistry for them unfolds her gasses. 
No metaphysics are let loose in lec¬ 
tures, 

No circulating library amasses 
Religious novels, moral tales, and 

strictures 

Upon the living manners, as they pass 

us; 

No exhibition glares with annual 

pictures; 


They stare not on the stars from out 

their attics, 

Nor deal (thank God for tliat) in ma¬ 
thematics. 

LXXIX. 

Why I thank God for that is no great 

matter, 

I have my reasons, you no doubt 

suppose, 

And as, perhaps, they would not highly 

flatter, 

I’ll keep them for my life (to come) 

in prose; 

I fear I have a little turn for satire, 
And yet methinks the older that one 

grows 

Inclines us more to laugh than scold, 

though laughter 

D O 

Leaves us so doubly serious shortly 

alter, 

LXXX. 

Oh! Mirth and Innocence! Oh, Milk 

and Water! 

Ye happy mixtures of more happy days I 
In these sad centuries of sin and slaugh¬ 
ter, 

Abominable Man no more allays 
His thirst with such pure beverage. 

No matter 

I love you both, and both shall have 

my praise. 

Oh, for old Saturn's reign of sugar- 

candy! — 

Meantime I drink to your return in 

brandy. 


andet forndeu Pennen, || M«n hvad ang:aaer 
BiJrnene af ,,de megtitre MDdre”, [| Vilde- 
gjeerne - vaire-Genlerne, og Kunne-ikke-vajre- 
Gcntlenieiinene, || Dem overladcr jeg lil deres 
daglige ,,Theen” er fjerdig”, [indej || Til deres 
hyggelige Coterie, og literaire Dame. 

LXXVII. 

De stakkels kj«re Mussul - Qvinder som jeg 
omtalcr || Have ingen af disse iaarcrige be> 
Jiagelige Folk, || Og een saadan vildc synes 
for dem en ny Opftndelse, || Ukjendt som 
Klokker i et Tyrkiskt Taarn; i| Jeg (roer det 
kunde nesten vtere Umagen vsrdt at 15nne [| 
(Skjont de bedst-saaede Projector meget ofte 
hoste slet) |j En Forfatter-Missionaire, netop 
for at praidike || Vor Christelige Beliandling 
af Talens Dele. 

LXXYIII. 

Ingen Chemi for dera udfoldcr sine Gasser, 1] 
Ingen Metaphysik bliver Idsladt (givet til 
Betlste) I Forelffisninger, |1 Intel Lejebibiioihek 
opsamler || Religieiise Roraaner, IRoralske For- 
lajliinger, og Anm»rkninger || Over Tidens 
Ssder som de passere [forbi] os; || Ingen 
Udstiliing straalcr med aarligc Malerier; |] 


De stirre ei paa Stjairnerne udaf deres Messa- 
niner [[ Og give dem ikke (takket vjpre Gud 
for det) af med Maihematik. 

LXXIX. 

Hvorfor jeg takker Gud for det er ci on 
vigtig Sag, II Jeg har mine Gninde, som 1 
udentvlvl formoder, Og saasom disse, maaskee, 
ei vllde meget smigre , || Vil jeg gjeiiime dem 
formin Biograpliifsom siden kommer) iProsa; || 
Jeg frygler jeg liar lidt Hang til Satire, [| Og 
dog synes mig at jo sidre man bliver || Gjor 
det os mere tilbbjelige til at lee end skjsnde, 
skjont Latter || Efterlader os dobbclt alvor- 
lige kort Tid efter. 

LXXX. 

Oh! Munterhed og Uskyldighed! Oh, M«Ik 
og Yand! I lykkelige Blandinger af mere lyk- 
kcllgc Dage! 1| I disse slemme Synds og Mand- 
drabs Aarhiindrcder ![ Slakker det afskycligc 
Menne.Hke ei lainger ]| Sin Ttirst med en saa 
teen Drik. Det er det samme || Jeg elsker 
edcr begge, og begge skal have min Lov og 
Priis II Oh! Gid vi havde gamie Saiurns Can- 
dis-Sukker-Regjering! — || Imidlertid drikker 
jeg paa eders Tilbagckomst i Cognac. 










106 


Humorous Poems. 


LXXXI. 

Oiir Laura’s Turk still kept his eyes upon 

her, 

Less in the Rlussulinan than Christian 

way, 

Which seems to say, „]\lac]am, I do you 

honour, 

And while I please to stare, you’ll 

please to stay.” 

Could staring win a woman, this had 

won her. 

But Laura could not thus be led astray; 
She had stood fire tno lone: and well, 

o 7 

to boggle 

Even at this stranger’s most outlandish 

ogle, 

LXXXII. 

The morning now was on the point of 

breaking, 

A turn of time at which 1 would ad¬ 
vise 

Ladies who have been dancing, or par¬ 
taking 

In any other kind of exercise, 

To make their preparation for forsaking 
The ballroom ere the sun begins to 

rise, 

Because w'hen once the lamps and 

candles fail, 

His blushes make them book a little 

pale. 

Lxxxiir. 

I’ve seen som balls and revels in my 

time. 

And stay’d them over for some silly 

reason, 

LXXXI, 

Vor Lauras Tyrk holdt bestandig: sine Ojne 
paa henrie, || Mindre paa den Mussulmanske 
end Christne Maade, || Som synes at sige, 
..Vrue, jcg viser Eder ^re || Og inedens jeg 
beliager at stirre, vil I behage at blive:’' |1 
Dersom Stirren kunde vlnde en Qvinde , havde 
denne vundet hende, |i 31en Laura kunde ei 
saaledes fores paa Afveje || Hun havde ud- 
staaet lid for Ironge og vel for at studse |] Selv 
ved denne Fremmedes yderlig iidenlandske 
Gloen. 

LXXXII. 

Morgenen var nu ligeved at bryde frem, 1| 
En Tidsvexel ved hvilken jeg vilde raade || 
Darner som have dandset eller deltagct \\ I 
nogen anden Slags af Motion || At gjdre de- 
res Forberedelser for at forlade || Balsalen 
fdrend Solen begynder at staa op || Fordi 
naar engang Lamperne og Lysene svigte, || 
Dringer dens (Solens) Rddine dem til at see 
lidt blcgt u0. 

LXXXIII. 

Jeg har sect nogle Bailer og Faster i min 
Tid, I) Og vantet til de vare forbi af een el- 


And then I look’d (I hope it was no 

crime) 

To see what lady best stood out the 

season; 

And though Eve seen some thousands 

in their prime, 

Lovely and pleasing, and who still 

may please on, 

I never saw but one, (the stars with¬ 
drawn) 

Whose bloom could after dancing dare 

the dawn. 

LXXXIV. 

The name of this Aurora I’ll not mention. 
Although 1 might, for she w^ns nought 

to me 

More than that patent worlt. of God’s 

invention, 

A charming woman, whom we like 

to see; 

But writing names would merit repre¬ 
hension. 

Yet if you like to find out this fair 

she. 

At the next l,.ondon or Parisian ball 
You still may mark her cheek, out- 

blooming all, 

LXXXV. 

Laura, who knew it would not do at all 
To meet the daylight after seven 

hours sitting 

Among three thousand people at a ball, 
To make her curtsy thought it right 

and fitting: 


liir anden tosset Crund, || Og, da saa jeg 
mig omkring (jeg haaber det ikke var nogen 
Forbrydelse) 1| For at bemajrke hvilken Dame 
bedst udholdt Saisonen ; || Og skjont jeg har 
seet nogle Tusindc i fuldesteFlor, || Elskelige 
og behagelige, og som endnu kunne blive ved 
at behage, || Saa jcg aldr^g Acre end een (da 
Stjternerne havde trukket sig lilbage) || Hvis 
Blomstren kunde efterDandsen trodse Daggryet. 

LXXXIV. 

Denne Auroras Nava vil jeg ei n®vne , || 
Skjbnt jeg vel kunde, thi hun var intet for 
mig li Mere end det Patent Arbeide af (Juris 
Oplindelse, || En ynriig Qvinde , som vi holde 
af at see; || Men at optegne Navne vilde for- 
Ijene Dadel, Ij Dog hvis 1 onsker, at udfinde 
denne skjbnne Hun, || Paa det najste Lon¬ 
doner cller Pariser Ball || Kan 1 endnu nuerke 
Eder hendes Kind, overblomstrende alle (andre). 

LXXXV. 

Laura, som vidste at det slot ikke gik an || 
At mode Dagslyset efter syv Timers Sidden || 

1 mcHcm tre Tusinde Folk paa et Bal, || Ansaa 
det for ret og passendc at gjorc sin [Afskeds] 










Humorous Poems. 


107 


The Count was at her elbow with her 

shawl, 

And they the room were on the point 

of quiltinjr, 

Whenlo! those cursed gondoliers had 
, got. 

Just in the very place where they 

should not. 

LXXXVI. 

In this they’re like our coachmen, and 

the cause 

Is much the same — the crowd, and 

pulling, hauling, 

With blasphemies enough to break their 

jaws, 

They make a never intermitting baw- 

ling. 

At home, our Bowstreet gemmen, keep 

the laws, 

And here a sentry stands within your 

calling; 

But for all that there is a deal of 

swearing, 

And nauseous words past mentioning 

or bearing. 

Lxxxvn. 

The Count and Laura found their boat 

at last, 

And homeward floated o^er the silent 

tide, 

Discussing all the dances gone and past; 
The dancers and their dresses, too, 

beside; 

Some little scandals eke: but all aghast 


(As to their palace stairs the rowers 

glide) 

Sate Laura by the side of her Adorer, 

When lo! the Mussulman was there be¬ 
fore her 

LXXXVIIL 

jjSir”, said the Count, with brow ex¬ 
ceeding grave, 

„Your unexpected presence here will 

make 

It necessary for myself to crave 

Its import? But perhaps’tis a mis¬ 
take; 

I hope it is so: and at once to wave 
All compliment, I hope so for your 

sake: 

You understand my meaning or you 

shall” 

„Sir” (quoth the Turk) „His no mistake 

at air\ 

I.XXXIX. 

jjThat lady is my wife.'’ flinch wonder 

paints 

The lady’s changing cheek, as well it 

might; 

But where an English woman some¬ 
times faints, 

Italian females don’t do so outright; 

They only call a little on their saints, 
And then come to themselves, almost 

or quite; 

Which saves much hartshorn, salts, and 

sprinkling faces. 

And cutting stays, as usual in such cases. 


Nejen: |1 Greven stort vert henrtes Albue med 
hendes Shawl, |1 Og de vare just i Begreb 
med at forlade Ysrelset, || Da see! disse for- 
bandede Gondolroere vare komne || Just til 
del Sted hvor de ikke skulde. 

LXXXVI. 

I dette ligne de vore Kudske, ogAarsagen|| 
Er for det mesie den samme — Trangsel, 
og Trffikken, Halen, || Med Forbanrielser nok til at 
hrajkke deres KJaver j] Udstode de et uophiir- 
ligt Brel. 11 HJemme overholde vore Bowstreet 
llerrer Lovene |[ Og her staaer en Skildvagt i 
Kalris-(Raabs) vidde; || Men inert alt det saa 
er der en heel Deel Banden [| Og lekle Ord 
som man ei kan gjentage oiler udstaa. 

LXXXVI I. 

Greven og I.aura fanrtt deres Baad tlhidst, || 
Og Hod hjeniart over den tause Strom, || Dis- 
culerende alle de Dandse der vare blevne 
dandsede; || DeDansende og deres Kl®dninger, 
ogsaa, desuden; || ^'ogle smaa Skandaler (il- 
Uge: men ganske forstenct l| (1 det til deres 
Palads-Trappe Koerue glide) |1 Sad Laura ved 


Siden af sin Tilbeder H Da see I Mussulmannen 
var der i forvejen. 

LXXXVIII. 

,,Herre,” sagde Greven, med et Bryn over- 
raaade alvorligt I| ,,Eders uvientede Narvaj- 
relse her vil gjfire 1| Det nfidvendigt for mig 
selv at efterspbrge — 1| Dens Belydning? Men 
kanskee det er en Feiltagelse ; j] Jeg haaber 
det er det: og, for med ect at tilsidesajlte || 
Alle Complimenter, liaaber jeg det iax' Dfires 
Skyld; |1 De forslaaer min Mening, eller De 
skal (forstaa den)” — 1| ,,Herre” (sagde 

Tyrken) ,,det er slet ingen Feiltagelse”. 

LXXXIX. 

,,Den Dame er 7nin Kone.'” Megcn Forbaii- 
selse maler H Damens farveskiftende Kind, 
som der var al Aarsag til; || Men hvor en 
Engelsk Qvinde undertiden besvimer, || GJore 
Iialienske Qvinder ikke det ligefrcm; || De 
paakalde blot en Smule deres Helgener, || Og 
komme da lil sig selv igjen, ncesten eller 
ganske; 1| Hvorved spares meget HJortetaks- 
draaber, Salmiak og Ansigtstffinkning, || Og 
Snbrlivs Opfikjairen, som er brugelig i slige 
Tilfaelde, 
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XC. 

She said —What could she say? Why, 

not a word; 

Hut the Count courteously invited in 
The stranger, much appeased by what 

he heard: 

„Such things, perhaps, we’d best dis¬ 
cuss within,"" 

Said he „dont let us make ourselves ab¬ 
surd 

In public, by a scene, nor raise a din. 
For then the chief and only satisfaction 
Will be much quizzing on the whole 

transaction."" 

XCI. 

They enter’d, and for coffee call’d — 

it came, 

A beverage for Turks and Christians 

both, 

Although the way they make it's not 

the same. 

Now Laura, much recover'd or less 

loth 

To speak, cries „Beppo!"’ what’s your 

pagan name? 

Bless mel your beard is of amazing 

growth! 

And how came you to keep away so 

long? 

Are you not sensible H was very wrong? 

XCIL 

„And are'you really, truly now a Turk? 

With any other w oman did you wife? 
Is "t true they use their fingers for a 

fork? 


Well, that’s the prettiest shawl — 

as I’m alive! 

You’ll give it me? They say you eat 

no pork. 

And how so many years did you 

contrive 

To — Bless me! did I ever? No, I 

never 

Saw a man grown so yellow! How’s 

your liver? 

xcni. 

„Beppo! that beard of yours becomes 

[you not; 

It shall be shaved before you "re a 

day older: 

Why do you wear it? Oh! I had for¬ 
got — 

Pray don’t you think the weather 

here is colder? 

How do I look! You shan’t stir from 

this spot 

In that queer dress, for fear that 

some beholder 

Should find you out, and make the 

story knowm. 

How short your hair is! I.ord! how 

grey it’s grown!” 

XCIV. 

What answer Beppo made to these de¬ 
mands 

Is more than I know. He was cast 

away 

About where Troy stood once, and 

nothing stands; 

Became a slave of course, and for his 

pay 


XC. 

Hun sagde — Hvad kunde hun sl?e? Oh, 
ikke eet Ord: |1 Men Greven artist bad trine 
ind II Den Fremniede, meget beroliget ved 
hvad han horte: || ,,Saadanne Ting, maaskee, 
gjorde vi bedst i at discutere fndc.” || Sagde 
han; ,,Lad os ei gjfire os selv latterllge \\ 
OffentUgen, ved cn Scene, eller gjOre Spek- 
takei, |j Thi da den fornemste og enesto Til- 
fredsslillclse || Vil blive meget Gjajkkeri over 
hele Bcgivenheden.” 

XCi. 

De traadte ind, og forlangte Kaffee — den 
kom, II En Drik baade for T>rker og Christne, 1 
SkjdntMaadcn de lave den paa ei er den samme. j 
Nil Laura, som var kommen sig meget, eller 
mindre uviilig || Til at talc, raaber ,,Beppo! 
hvad er Eders hedenske Navn? || Bevare os 
vcl! Eders Skjeeg er af forbausende V«xt! || 
Ug hvorlcdes kom i til at blive saa lainge 
borte? II Finder i ikke (selv) at det var meget 
urigtigt? 

XCII. 

Og er I rirkelig y sandelig nu en Tyrk? || 
Jndgik 1 med nogen anden Qvinde £gteskab? || 


Er det sandt at de bruge deres Fingre for Gaf- 
fel? II Oh, dette er det deiligste Shawl — 
saa sandt jog lever! || I vil give mig det? De 
sige I spiser aldrig Svlnekjod. || Og hvorledes 
i saa mange Aar kunde I komme ud af || At 
— Bevare os veil saae jeg nogensinde? Nel, 
aldrig || Saa jeg en Mand der er blcveii saa 
guul! Hvordan er Eders Lever? 

XCill. 

,,Beppo! dette hersens Skjffig kisder Eder 
ei; II Det skal barberes Inden I btiver en Dag 
ffildre: || Hvorfor bfcrer I det? Oh! Jeg havde 
glemt — II Sig mig, synes du ikke at Velret 
er koldere her? || Hvordan seer jeg ud? Du 
skal ei rore dig af Pletten || I den scl- 
somme Dragt, af Frygt for at een eller anden 
Beskuer |j Gjenkjenrier dig, og gjor Historien 
bekjendt. || Hvor kort dit Haar er! Hlinmel! 
Hvor great det cr blevet!” 

XCIV. 

Hvad Beppo svarede paa disse Sporgsmaai 1| 
Er mere end jeg veed. Han havde lidt Skib- 
brud II Omtrent bvur Troja en Gang stod, og 
hvor Intct staaer; |] Blev gjort til enslave na< 
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Had bread and bastinadoes, till some 

bands 

Of pirates landing in a neighbouring 

tay, 

He joined the rogues and prosper’d, and 

became 

A renegade of indifferent fame. 

xcv. 

But he grew rich, and with his riches 

grew so 

Keen the desire to see his home again, 
He thought himself in duty bound to 

do so, 

And not be always thieving on the 

main; 

Lonelyhe felt, at times, as Robin Crusoe, 
And so he hired a vessel come from 

Spain, 

Bound for Corfu: she was a fine po- 

lacca, 

Rlann’d with twelve hands, and laden 

with tobacco. 

XCVI. 

Himself, and much (heaven knows how 

gotten!) cash, 

lie then embark’d with risk of life 

and limb, 

And got clear off, although the attempt 

was rash; 

He said that Providence protected 

him — 

For my part, 1 say nothing, lest we 

clash 

In our opinions; —well, the ship was 

trim. 


Set sail, andkeptherreckoningfairlyon, 
Except three days of calm when olf 

Cape Bonn. 

XCVII. 

They reach’d the island, he transferr’d 

his lading, 

And self and live stock, to another 

bottom, 

And pass’d for a true Turkey-merchant 

trading, 

With goods of various names, but I 

forgot ’em. 

However, he got off by this evading. 
Or else the people would perhaps 

have shot him; 
And thus at Venice landed to reclaim 
His wife, religion, house, and Christian 

name. 

XCVIII. 

His wife receiv’d, the patriarch rebap- 

tized him, 

(He made the church a present, by 

the way); 

He then threw off the garments whicli 

disguised him, 

And borrow’d the Count’s smaliclollies 

for a day; 

His friends the more for his Jong ab¬ 
sence prized him. 

Finding he’d wherewithal to make 

them gay, 

With dinners, where he oft became the 

laugh of them, 

For stories — but I don’t believe the 

half of them. 


tnrligviis, og til Lon || Fik Brod og Bastinado 
[Bastonnade], Indtil, da nogle Bander || Af 
Rovere landede i eii nterliggende Bugt H Han 
forenede sig med Benglerne og var heldig, og 
Lie? Ij En Renegat af middelraaadigt Ry. 

XCV. 

Men Ban hlev riig, og med Bans Rigdomme 
Blev saa |j Skarp (stark) Bans Langsel efter 
at see sit Hjem Igjen || At Ban ansaa sig ved 
Pligt forbunden lil aL gjore det, || Og ei be- 
standig at bllve ved at sijsic paa Havet; || 
Eensom folte Ban sig, undertiden, som Robinson 
Crusoe, |1 Og saa leiede ban et Skib (der var) 
kommet fra Spanien, || Og skulde gaa til Corfu: 
det var en smuk Polacca [et tremastet Skib i 
Middelhavet] 1| Med et Mandskab af tolv Per- 
soner, og en Ladning Tobak. 

XCVI. 

Sig selv med mange (Himmelen veed hvor- 
ledes erhvervede!) Penge |j Indskibede ban 
da med stor Fare for Liv og Lemmer || Og kom 
godt derfra, hvorvel Forsbget var forvovent;l| 
/fan sagde at Forsynet beskyttede ham — || 
For min Part, Jeg siger intet, at vi ei skal 
stode an (mod hinandeii) || 1 vore Meninger: 
Naa, Skibet [d. e. Lasten] var godt balanceret. H 


Seilede af Sted, og holdt ordentlig sUBestikH 
Undtagen i Ire Dages Vindslille paa Hbiden af 
Cap Bonn. 

XCVII. 

De naaede Oen, Ban overforte sin Ladning || 
Og sig selv med levende Qv®g [d. e. Liius og 
Lopper] ombord paa et andet Skib, |[ Og blev 
taget for en rigtig Tyxkisk Kjbbraand, somJiand- 
Icde II Med Yarer af forskjallige Navne, men 
jeg Bar glcmt rtem. || Alligevel, Ban slap 
igjennem med denne Udflugt, |j Thi ellers vilde 
Folket kanskee have skudt ham; || Og saa- 
ledes Jandedc Ban i Venedig for at foidre 
igjen II Sin Kone , Religion, sit Huus og sit 
Christne Navn. 

xcviir. 

Hans ,Kone modtog, Patriarchen gjendobte 
ham, 11 (Han gav Kirkcn en Present i Paren- 
Ihese meldt); || Han bortkastede da den Dragt 
som forkiffidte ham, || Og iaante Grevens Been- 
klaider en Dags Tid: || Hans Venner satte for- 
medelst Bans lange Fravterelse desto stbrre 
Priis paa ham , || Da de fandt at Ban Bavde 
noget hvorved Ban kunde gjiire dom muntre, || 
Med MiddagsmaaJtider, hvor Ban ofle blev til 
Latter for dem, || Ved Historler — men Jeg 
troer ikke det Halve af dem. 
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XCIX. 

1 

Whatc’er his youth had sulfer’d, his! 

old a<jc 

With wealth and talking make him 

some amends; 

Though Laura sometimes put him in a 

rage, 


I’ve heard the Count and he were 

always friends. 

My pen is at tlie bottom of a page, 
Which being finish’d, here the story 

ends: 

’Tis to be wish’d it had been sooner 

done, 

But stories somehow lengthen when 

begun. 


U. 

The Newcastle Apothecary. 


A Man, in many a country town, we 

know. 

Professes openly with Death to 

wrestle: 

Ent’ring the field against the grimly foe, 
Arm’d with a mortar and a pestle. 

Yet, some affirm, no enemies they are: 
But meet just like prize-fighters in a 

fair, 

Who first shake hands before they box, 
Then give each other plaguy knocks, 
With all the love and kindness of a 

brother: 

So (many a suffering patient saith.) 
Tho’ the Apothecary fights with Death 
Still they’re sworn friends to one ano¬ 
ther. 


xcix. 

Ilvarl hansUngdom end liar lidt, bans gamlc 
Alder || Med Rigdom og Conversation yder 
ham nogen Erstalning; || Skjdnt Laara under- 
tiden hragte ham i Uarnisk, || Har jeg hCrt at 
lireven og han vare altid Venner. |1 Min Pen 
er nu kominen nederst paa Siden, || Og da 
den er cndl, saa ender min Hislorie her; || 
Man kiinde onske at det var skeet for || Men 
Historier paa en eller anden Maade forlienge 
sig naar man har begyndt dem. 

Apothekeren i jHeiccastle. 

En Mand, I mangen en Kjobslad paa Lan- 
det, vide vi, H Giver sig ud for aabenbart 
med Dodeii at brydes; || Betrsdende Slag- 
niarken mod den griinme FJende, || Bcv®bnet 
med en Morter og cn Stdder [el. Stempel]. 

Dog, nogle paastaae, at dc ingen Fiender 
ere; 1| Men mode hinanden ligesom Nieve- 
ftBgtere paa et Marked, || $om furst give hin¬ 
anden Haand, iiidcn de bases, |] Derpaa give 


A member of this iEsculapian line. 
Lived at Newcastle-upon-Tyne: 

No man could better gild a pill; 

Or make a bill : 

Or mix a draught, or bleed, or blister; 
Or draw a tooth out of your head ; 

Or chatter scandal by your bed; 

Or give a clyster. 

Of occupations these w’ere quantum suff. 
Yet, still;, be thought the list not long 

enough: 

And therefore midwifery be chose to 

pin to’t. 

This balanced things : — for if he hurl’d 
A few score mortals from the world, 
He made amends by bringing others 

into’t. 


hinanden Pokkers Slag H Med hele en Broders 
Kjairlighed og Vcnlighed: || Saa at (.siger 
mangen en lidcnde Patient) |1 Skjfint Apo- 
thekeren kjxmpcr mod Duden || Saa ere de 
dog hinandens eedsvorne Venner. 

f 

Et Medlem af iEskalapii Profession [| Ilocde 
i New-Castle ved Tyne-[FlodDn]; H Ingen Mand 
kiinde bedre forgyide en Pille. || Eller op- 
skrive cn Regning || Eller hlande en Lsge- 
drlk, eller aarelade, eller anbringe Spanske 
Filter: || Eller trxkke en land ud af eders 
Hoved; II Eller smaasnakke Scandalc ved eders 
Sseng; |i Eller sajtte Klysteer*). 

Af Forrelninger vare disse quantum suff"**) || 
Men dog. fandt han at Listen ci var lang nok; i| 
Og derfur Fodselshjslp fandt han for godt at 
fcbsle med en Knappenaal dcrtil. i| Dette hragte 
Tingenc i Ligevaigt: — thi hvis han drev |1 
Nogie faa Snese Dbdelige bort fra Verden, jj 
Gav han £rstatn|ng ved at bringe andre ind 
i den. 


Chirnrg, Apotheker, og Fddselshja^lper **) Forkorlct for, quantum sufficit d. e. 
ere i England, issr i Landdistrikterne, oftc saa meget som behilves. 
forenede t een Person. 










Humorous Poems. 


Ill 


Ills fame, full six miles round the coun¬ 
try ran; 

In short, in reputation he was solus: 
All theold women call’d him „a fine man!” 
Ills name was Bolus. 

Benjamin Bolus, tho' in trade, 

(Which oftentimes will Genius fetter) 
Read works of fancy, it is said; 

And cultivated the Belles Lellres, 

And why should this be thouffht so odd ? 
Can’t men have taste who cure a 

phthisick? 


Of poetry tho’ patron God, 

Apollo patronizes physic. 

Bolus loved verse; —and look so much 

delight in’t. 

That his prescriptions he resolved to 

write in’t. 

No opportunity he e’er let pass 

Of writing the directions, on his la¬ 
bels, 

In dapper couplets, — like Gay's 

Fables; 

Or, rather, like the lines in Uudibras, 


Hans Ry mere end halvaiiden Mill lob Lan- 
dct riindt; 1| Kort sag:t i Anseelse var ban 
solus: [d. e. stod ban enkelt] H Alle de 
ganile Qvinder kaldte bam ,,en pen Mand!” H 
Hans Navn var Bolus. 

Benjamin Bolus, hvorvel ban drev Handel |1 
(livilket ofte vil lauikebindc Genict) 1| Lsste 
Digtervajrkor, siger man ; 1! Og dyrkede Belles 
Leitres. [l)en skjdune Literatur]. 

Og bvi skulde dette syncs sna besynderiigt V || 


*) Guy var en beromt Fabel-Digter i det 
18dc Aarbundrede. Hudihras cr Butlers Ver- 
dens bertimte comiskc Epos, som tjente Hol- 
berg til Forbillede ved bans Feder Paars, 
Butler dode i Aaret 1080 , 68 Aar gammel, 
Charles II. en Fyrsie af megen Smag, var en 
saadan Beundrer af Iludibras at ban el lette- 
lig blev antruffen i nogen Stilling uden at 
have dette Digt ved Haaiiden. ' Dog. (lode Dig- 
lercn i yderste fattigdom. 

Vi troe ikke det bebbver at undskyldes at 
vi her vedfbje et Par Noticer om dette store 
Mestervffirk og dets Forfaiter. Den Skotske 
Plillosoph og Historiker Durid Hume siger; 
,,at en laerdere Bog cud Hudibras Andes ikke 
i noget Sprog” og (lette Udsagn er nieppe nogen 
.slot Overdrivelse. Man veed ei hvad man meest 
skal beundre ved deite Digt, dets uhyre Laer- 
dom, ellcr dots sprudlende Yiid. Voltaire var 
som bekjendt ingen slor Beundrer af den En- 
gclske Literatur i det Hele, og ban bar aldrig 
viist slg at v«re partisk til Gunst for iiogen 
Engelsk Forfatter: desmere Vajgt kan man til- 
lajgge bans Yidnesbyrd i dette Tilfielde: 

,,Der cr et Engelsk Digt" sigor ban, ,,hvis 
,,TUel er ,,Hudibras ': det er Don Quixote, 
,,det er yor Satyre Menisie blandet lilsammen. 
,,Jeg traf aldrig saaniegen Viltigbed i nogen 
,,enkelt Bog som i denne; som dog med det 
,,sammc er den vanskeligste at oversjDttc." 
Dcr haves mange lignondc Yidnesbyrd af be- 
rumte Forfatlere saavel Franske som Engelske 
og Tydske. 1 Holbergs Tid var ban sikkert 
den eneste Mand i Danmark som var fortrolig 
med Butlers udbdelige Va:rk; og Butler blev 
det samme for bam som Cervantes bavdevairet 
for Butler, Selv for Frere og i on vis Hen- 
seende for Byron, navnlig mod Hensyn til Be- 
bandlingcn af Sprog og komlske lUim, bar But¬ 
ler Ijent som Forbillede. 

Alle Engelske Forfattere saavel Digtere som 
Prosnlster stemme overeens deri at ban dode i 


Kunde ei Mtcnd have Smag som curere for 
Svindsot? || Digterkonsteiis Skyls-Gud || Apollo 
patronisercr Lsgekonsten. 

Bolus elskcde Vers: — og fandt saa stor 
fornojelse derl, \\ At ban besluttede sine Re- 
cepter at skrive deri. 

Ingen Leiiigbed lod ban gaa forbi || Til at 
skrive Forskriftcr, paa sine Eliquelter, 1| 1 
lUnke Riim, — lignende Gays Fabler-, || Eller 
snarerc, lignende Versene i Hudibras '^'). 


slor Fattigdom, og i Betragtning af at Dlgte- 
ren var en vigiig StOtte for Charles II. og bans 
Rcgjering flndc de en saadan sorgelig Omsla:n- 
dighed lidet htederlig for denne Konges IMinde. 
Digteren selv bar ligesom Ariosto, ikke forbi- 
gaaet sin naturlige Patrons Utakncmmcliglicd 
med Tausbed. Dog skrev m d stOrre 

Bitlerbed om dette iEmne end Butler; ligesom 
Ferdausi, i sin Tid, bavde skrevet om den samme 
Ting med endnu stbrre Bilteriied end Ariosto. 
Butler skrev et Digt som ban kaldte ,,Hudi¬ 
bras at Court” (Hudibras til bovej: bvoii ban 
traffende skildrer hvor iiundvaerlig ,,Hudibras’’ 
var for Kongen ved alle Leitigheder, og da 
vcdbliver som fdlger: 

Now after all wa.s it not hard 
That he should meet with no reward, 

That fitted out this knight and squire. 

The monarch did so much admire ? 

That be should never reimburse 
The man for tb’ equipage or horse, 

Is sure a strauge ungrateful thing 
In any body hut a King. 

But this good King it seems was told 
By some that were with him too bold, 

If ever you hope to gain your ends, 

Caress your foes, and trust vom* 

friends, — 

Such were the doctrines that were taught 
Till this unthinking King was brought 
To leave his friends to starve and die, — 

A poor reward for loyalty. 

[Nu naar Alt kommer til Alt var det ei 
baardt||At ban skulde ingen Beloniiiiig flndc || 
Som equipperede denne Bidder og Skjolddra- 
ger II Som denne Monarch saa megol beun- 
drede? || At ban skulde aldrig gjenhelale || 
Manden for Equipperingen oiler Hesten t| Sik- 
kerligen er en selsom utaknemmelig Ting||Hos 
enhvcrsomhelst Person uodlagen cn Kongo. | 
Men denne gode Kongo synes det blevforlalt 
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Humorous Poems. 


Apothecary’s verse! — and where’s the 

treason? 

’Tis simply honest dealin^y; — not a 

crime: — 

When patients swallow physic without 

reason, 

It is but fair to give a little rhyme. 

He had a patient lying at death’s door, 
Some three miles from the town — it 

might be four: 

To wliom, one evening, Bolus sent an 

article, 

In pharmacy, that’s call’d cathartical; 

And, on the label of this stuff, 

He wrote this verse; 

Which one could think,was clear enough, 
And terse; — 

^,When takenf 
To be well shaken.'* 


Next morning, early, Bolus rose; 

And to the patient’s house he goes: 
Upon his prad, 

WTio a vile trick of stumbling had; 

It was, indeed, a very sorry hack; 

But that’s of course: 

For what’s expected from a horse, 
With an Apothecary on his back? 

Bolus arrived; — and gave a doubtful 

tap; — 

Between a single and a double rap. — 

Knocks of this Kind 
Are given by gentlemen who teach to 

dance: 

By fiddlers, and by opera-singers: 
One loud and then a little one behind; 
As if the knocker fell, by chance, 

Out of their fingers. 


En Apothekers Vers! — og er der noget 
Forrjederi (i det) ? I] Det er en simpel srlig 
Handel; — og ingen Forbrydelse: — Naar Pa- 
li'enter sluge Medicin uden Raison, H Saa er 
del knn billigt at give en Smule Riim. 

Han havde en Patient som laa ved DSdens 
Port, II Onitrent tre Mill fra Byen — det 
knnde vajre Are: 1| Til hvem, en Aflen, Bolus 
sendte en Artikel [neml. Medicin] |1 Af Apo- 
thekerkonst, som kaldes rensende; 

Og paa Etiquetten af detle Gods [[ Skrev 
lian dette Verse ; 1| Som man skulde tro var 
klart nok. j] Og net: — 

,yNaar taget 
Bli’r godt skaget”. 


Af nogle som vare mod ham altfor dristige || 
Hvis I nogensinde haaher at opnaa Eders Oje- 
medj II Saa kjairtegn Eders Fjender, og for- 
lader Eder pea Eders Venner. || Saadan var 
den Loire som foredroges || Indtil denne nbe- 
t$nksomme Kongo blev bragt || Til at over¬ 
give sine Venner til Hungersnod og Dod. — |] 
En ussel Belonning for Loyalitet.] 

Men dog, hvis Butler blev forsbmt i levcnde 
Live saa er han desto mere blevcn hadret efter 
sin Dod. Fdrretyve Aar efter bans dodelige 
Afgang ilk han et pragtigt Monument i West¬ 
minster Abbey y paa Alderman Barbers Be- 
kostning. Derom skrev Samuel Wesley: 

While Buller, needy \i’retch, "was yet alive, 
No generous patron would a dinner give: 

See him when starv’d to death, andturn’d to dust, 


Naste Morgen, tidli'gt, stod Bolus op || Og 
til Patientens Hiius gaaer han: H Paa sin 
Flag, II Som havde den fale Vane at snnble; 

Det var, i Sandhed, et meget usselt Og; || 
Men det er en Selvfdlge: j| Thi hvad kan 
vantes af en Hest, || Med en Apotheker paa 
sin Ryg? 

Bolus ankom: — os gav et tvivlsom Slag |[ 

I mcllem et enkelt og et dobbclt Rap. 

Denno Slags Bank |1 Gives af Gentlemen 
som lare (Folk) at dandse: || Af Fiolinspil- 
lere, og Opera-Sangere: || Det ene lydeligt og 
da et lille eet bagefter; !| Som om D6r-Ham- 
meren tilfaldig faldt || Udaf deres Fingre. 


Presented with a monumental bust. 

The poet’s fate is here in emblem shown, 

He ask’d for bread, and he receiv’d a stone. 

[Medens Butler, fattig Stakkel var ilive || 
Vilde ingen adel Patron give [ham] et Mid- 
dagsmaaltid; || See ham Dod af Hunger, og 
forvandlet til Stov, H Beasret med en Minde- 
Buste. 11 Her vises sindbilledligt Digterens 
Skjiebne || Han bad om Brud og han modtog 
en Steen]. 

Vi slutte denne lange Note med den Be- 
m®Tkning, at for Studerende som ere det En- 
gelske Sprog fuldkomraen msgtige, som ere 
fortrolige med Engelske Skikke, og med det 
17de Aarhundreds llislorie, er Hudibras med 
dertil horende vidtloftige Noter en overmaade 
lonnende Laesning, som er i lige hoi Grad be- 
Iferende og underholdende. 
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The servant lets him in, with disinal 

face, 

Lon^ as a courtier’s out of place — 
Portending some disaster: 

John’s countenance as rueful look’d, and 

glim. 

As if th’ Apothecary had physic’d him, — 
And not his master. 


„Well, how^s Ihepatient?” Bolnssaid — 
John shook his head. 

„Indeedl hum! — ha! — that’s very 

odd! — 

He took the draught?” — John gave a 

nod. 


„AVell, how? — what then? — speak 

out, you dunce!” 

„Why then” — says John — „we shook 

him once” 

jjShook him! — how?” — Bolus stam¬ 
mered out: — 
„We jolted him about.” 

„Zounds! shako a patient, man! — a 

shake won’t do.” 

„]Vo, Sir — and so we gave him two,” 
„Two shakes! od’s curse? 

„Twou!d make the patient worse.” 
„It did so, sir! — and so a third wc 

tried.” 

„Well, and what then?” ~ „Then, sir, 

my master died.” 


HI. 

Lovk AM) Hymen. 

Til. MOORE. 


Love had a fever — ne’er could close 
His little eyes till day was breaking; 
And wild and strange enough, Heav’n 

knows, 

The things he rav’d about when wak¬ 
ing. 

To let him pine so were a sin; — 

One, to whom all the world’s a deb¬ 
tor — 

So Doctor Hymen was call’d in, 

And Love that night sleptratherbetter. 


Next day the case gave further hope yet, 
Though still some ugly fever latent; — 
„Dosc as before” — a gentle opiate. 
For which old Hymen has a patent. 

After a month of dayly call, 

So fast the dose went on restoring, 
That Love, who first ne’er slept at 

all, 

Now took, the rogue! to downright 

snoring. 


Tjeneren lukker op for ham, med et be- 
drovel Amlgt, || San lan^l som en Hofmands 
der er ude af Embede — H IJebudende en 
eller anden Ulykke: H Johns Aasyn saac saa 
sbrgmodigt og grinit ud || Som om Apothekeren 
havde glvet ham Medicin, — || Cg ei bans 
Herre. 

,,Naa hvordan gaacr det mod Patienlen?” 
sagde Bolus — \\ John rystede paa Hovedet:| 
,,Virke!ig 1 Urn! — Ha! — det er ret s«rl! — | 
Han tog Mixturen?” — John nikkede. |i ,,Yel, 
hvorledes ? — hvad saa? — nd med Spvoget, 
du Dosnierpandc! || ,,0h saa” — sigerJohu — 
,,vl rystede ham cen Gang” H ,,Rystede ham! 
— hvarledes?” — stammede Bolus from: ~ (I 
,,Vi ruskede ham omkring.” 1| ,,Bevares! ryste 
en Patient! — en Rysten hjajlper ei.” \\ ,,Nei, 
Herre — og saa gav vi ham to || ,,To Rysiel- 
ser! for F^n? 1| ,,Bet vilde gjtire Patienten 
slettere.” 1| ,,Det gjorde dot, Herre! — og 
saa forsogte vi den tredje.” il ,,Naa, og hvad 
gaa?’> — Herre, dbdc Ilerren.” 


Eros Off Hymen. 

Eros havde Feber — kunde aldrig lukko 1| 
Sine smaae Ojne indtil henimod Uaggry; || Ug 
vilde og scisomnic nok, det vecd Himmelen, || 
Vare de Ting ban phantaseredo om naar ban 
var vaageii. 

At lade ham saaledes liensmsglc vilde va;re 
Synd; — H En, tii hvcm hole Verden er en 
Skyldner— || Altsaa blev Doctor Hymen kaldt, |1 
Og Eros sov den Nat noget bedre. 

Najste Dag gav Sygdommen bedre Haab 
enduu, 1| Skjiint endnu nogen slem Feber 
skjnlte sig; — H ,,Samme Dosis som for” — 
et mildt Opiate, || Som gamie Hymen bar 
Patent paa. 

Efter en Maaned af daglige Visiter, |] Saa 
hurtigt blev Dosen ved at curere, \\ At Eros, 
som i Begyndelson siet Lkke sov, [[ Nu gav 
sig til, den Skjelm, ligefrem at snorkc, 
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Humorous Pokms. 


IV. 

Co]>TMO\ Sence and Genius. 

Th. MOORE. 


While I touch the string, 

Wreathe my brows with laurel. 

For the tale I sing 

Hath, for once, a moral. 

Commonsense one night. 

Though not used to gambols, 

Went out by moonlight, 

With Genius, on his rambles. 

While I touch the string, &c. 

Common Sense went on 
Many wise things saying; 

While the light that shone 
Soon set Genius straying. 

One his eye ne'er rais’d 
From the path before him; 

Tolher idly gaz’d 
On each night-cloud o’er him. 

While I touch &c. 


So they came, at last 
To a shady river; 

Common Sense soon pass’d, 

Safe, as he doth ever; 

While the boy, whose look 
Was in Ileav’n that minute, 
Never saw the brook 

But tumbled headlong in it! 

While I touch &c. 

How the Wise one smil’d, 

When safe o’er the torrent, 

At that youth so wild 
Dripping from the current! 
Sense went home to bed; 

Genius, left to shiver 
Ou the bank, 'tis said, 

Died of that cold river! 

While I touch the string. &c. 



Irish Antiquities. 

Th. MUORE. 


According to some learn’d opinions 
The Irish once were Carthaginians; 
But, trusting to more late descriptions, 
I’d rather say they were Egyptians. 

My reason’s this: — the Priests of Isis, 
\Vhcn forth they march’d in long array, 


Employ’d ’mong other grave devices, 
A sacred Ass to lead the way; 

And still the antiquarian traces 
’Moug Irish Lords this Pagan plan, 
For still, in all religious cases. 

They put Lord R-d—n in the van. 


Forsland og Gent. 

Men^ jeic rorer Stra:ngen, || Bekrands min 
Pande med Laorb®r, || Tin den Forlsellln? jeg 
syng'er, || liar, for ecn Gangs Skyld, en Moral 
(i sig). II Forstand en Aflen || Skjont ei vant 
til Luflspring |] Gtk ud i lUaaneskln, || Med 
Geni, paa bans Yandringer. || Mens jeg rdrer 
Strsngen d-c. 

Forstand gik hen ad Vejen, |1 Sigende 
mange vise Ting; || Mens det J.ys som skin* 
nede |j Snart forte Geni paa Afveje. H/>&« ene 
luftede aidrig sit Oje [| Fra Stien som laa for 
ham II Den anden orkcslSst stirrede || Paa 
hver natUg Sky over ham. 

Saa kom de tilsidst, || Til en dunkel Flod ; || 
Forstand kom snart over (den), || 1 god Be¬ 
hold, som han altid gjor; || Mens Drengen, 
bvis Bilk II Var (rettet) paa Hlmmeien i det 
Minut, II Slet ikkc soa Bxkken || Men faidt 
lige paa Ilovedct nd i den! 


*) Fra denne Skik hidrdrer Talcmuaden; 
portans mysteria.” 

**) Skal betegne Lord Roden, en meget 


Ilvor den Yi.se smilte, || Da han vat godt 
kommen over B«kken, jl Over den TngUng, 
saa vild, || Dryppendc (vaad) af Strommen! |1 
Forstand gik til ssngs; |] Geni, forladt at 

rysie || Paa Bredden, siger man \\ Dode af 
hiln koldc Flod! 1| Mens jeg rorer Strasngen, Ac. 


Itshe Oldsager. 

Ifblge visse lairde Meninger || Vare Irerne 
engang Karlhaginenser; || Men, forladendc mig 
paa sencre Beskrivelser, |1 Vildc Jeg snarere 
sige dc vare .Egyplcre. |1 Min Grand cr denne: 
— Isis’s Prajster, |1 Da de marcherede afstod 
i en lang Linie , H Anvendte , iblandt andre 
ajrvajrdigc Ceremonier, || Et helligt Asen til 
at gaa i Spidsen; *) 1[ Og endnu finder Old- 
grandskeren Spor || Blandt Irske Lorder af 
denne lledenske Skik, || Thi endnn, 1 allc 
rellgieuse Anliggender, |i S®tte de Lord R—d—n 
i Spidsen **). 

hsftlg Orangeman, og nltra-protostantisk Lord. 
Diglercn Th. Moore var som bekjendt en Ca- 
tholik. 
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